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PROLOGUE. 


Written by Mr. Duke, 


Ong has the Tribe of Poets on theStage 
Groan d under perſecuting Critics: Rage; 

But with the Sound of Railing andof Rhyme, 
Like Bees united ty thetinkling Chime, 

The little ſtinging Inſects ſwarm the more, 
And Bux is greater than it was before. 
But oh you leading Voters of the Pit, 

That infect others with your too much Nit; 
That well. affected Members do ſeduce, 

And withyour Malice poifon half the Houſe; 
Know your ill-manag'd arbitrary Sway 

Shall be no more endur d, but ends this Day. 
Rulers of abler Conduct we will chuſe, | 
And more in dulgent to a trembling Muſe; 

Nomen for Ends of Government more ſit, 
Women ſballruie the Boxes and the Pu, 
Gives Laws to Love, and Influence to Mit. 
Find me one Man of Senſe in all your Roll, 

N hom lome one Wojnan has not made a Fool, 
Even Buj:neſs, that intolerale L: ad, 


Under which Man does groan, and yet is proud, 
Much better they can manage wou d they pleaſe; . 


*Tis not their want of Wit, but love of Eaſe. 


For, ſpight of Art, more Wit in them appears; 


Tho we boaſt ours, and they diſſemble theirs : 
Wit once was ours, and ſhot up for a while, 
Set ſhallow in a hot and barren Soil; 

But when tranſplanted to a richer Ground, 
Has in their Eden its Perſection fund. 

And tis but juſt they ſhou'd our Vit invade, 


Whilſt we ſet up their painting, patching Trade; 
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PROLOGUE. 
Hs for our Courage, to our Shame tis known, 
f | Ai they can raiſeit, they can pull it down, 
| At their own Weapons they our Bullies awe , 
FR Faith, let them make an antiſalick Law, 
, Preſcribe to all Mankind, as well as ' lays, 
| And wear the Breeches, as they wear the Bays.. 


Pa een 
rn 


E PI L O GVU E. 
Spoken by Mrs. Barrey. 


No cringing Sirs, the Poets Champion I 
Have ſworn to ſtand, and ev ry Fudge defy z. 
But why each bullying Critick ſhou d I name 
9 whoſe only Buſmeſs is to damn? 
ite you your arbritrary Fiſt advance 

At Wit, and duſt it like a Boor of France; 
Who, without ſhew of Reaſon or Pretence, 

A  Condemn a M an to die for ſpeaking Senſe ; 
1 Howe er we term d you once the Ii iſe, the Strong, 
| Know we have born your Impotence toolong ; 

1 You that above you" Sires preſume to ſoar, 

Ard are but Copies dawb'din Miniature; 

You that have nothing right in Heart nor Tongue, 
But only to be reſolute in wrong: | 

I ho Senſe affect with ſuch an awkard Air, 

Asif a Frenchman ſhould become ſevere ; 
Or an Italian make his Wife a Feſt, 

Like Spaniards pleaſant, or like Dutchmen dreſt; 
That rank the nobleſt Poets with the t ile, 

And look your ſelves in a Plebeian Stile; | 
But with an Oath — N | 

2 2 | Falk 


EPILOGUE. 


Falſe as your Wit and Fudgment now Iſwear, 

By the known Maidenhead: of each Theatre 

Nay, by my own, the Poets ſhall not ſtand, 

Like Shrovetide Cocks, the Palt of every Hand. 

Let not the purblind Critick's Sentence paſs, 
That ſhoots the Poet thro' anOptick Glaſs ; 

No Peals of ill-plac'd Praiſefrom Galleries come, 

Nor Punk below to clap or hiſs preſume ; 

Let her not cackle as the Fops that flout her, | 

Nor cluck the Squires that uſe to pipp about her; 

No full-blown Blockhend, bloated, like an Ox, 


Traverſethe Pit with Damme, What a Por. 1 
Know then for eu ry] iſdemeanor here 1 
I'll be more ſtabbing, ſharp, and more ſevere, - 
Than the ſell She that on her Keeper comes, Wl 
Who in his Drink laſt Night laid waſte her Rooms, 1 6 
Thunder'd her China, damm d ber f | * 
Her glaſſes broke, and tore her Point Venie; Þ 
That drag d her by the Hair, and broke her Head, = 
A Chamber Lion, but a Lamb in Bed: bw 
Like her T'll teixe you for your Miduig ht florming, - | | 
For your alltalking, and your no performing 3 = 
You that with monſtrous Fudgment force the Stage, 78 
Vu fribling, ſumbling Keepers of the Age. 3 | 
| i 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 


Loge, Junius Brutus, 


Titus, 


- Tiberius, 


Collatinus, 
Valerius, 
Horatius, 
Aquilius. 
Vitellius. 
Junius. 
Fecilian Prieſts, 
Vindicius, 
Fabritius. 
Citizens, ec. 


WOME N. 


| Sempronia, 


Lucretia, 
Teraminta, 
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Mr. Betterton. 
Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Williams. 
Mr. Wiltſhire. 
Mr. Gillow. 
Mr. Norris. 


Mr. Percival, Mr. Freeman... 
Mr. Nokes. 
Mr. Feron. 


Lady Slingsby.. 
Mrs. Betterton.. 
Mrs. Barrey. 
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Lucins Funins Brutus, 


Father of his Country. 


FCC | 
ACT IL SCENE 7 i 
Enter Titus and Teraminta. 1 
It. Teraminta, why this Face of Tears? 9 
Since firſt I ſaw thee, till this happy Day, F 
Thus haſt thou paſs d thy melancholy Hours, * 
Ev'n in the Court retir d; ſtretch'd on a Bed i 
In ſome dark Room, withall the Curtains drawn; " 
Or in ſome Garden o'er a flowry Bank, 1 ſt 
Melting thy Sorrows in the murm'ring Stream; "#4 
Or in ſome pathleſs Wilderneſs amuſing, | $4 
Plucking the moſly Bark of ſome old Tree, 32 
Or poring, like a $y6il, on the Leaves: 0 
What, new the Prieſt ſhou'd join us! O. the Gods! 1 
What can your proffer me in vaſt Exchange i} 
For this enſuing Night? Not all the Days | © 
Of crowning Kings, of conquering Generals, 1 


Not all the Expectation of hereafter, 

With what bright Fame can give in th' other World. 

Should purchaſe thee this Night one Minute from me. 
Ter. O Titus! if ſince firſt I law the Light, 

Since I began to think on my Misfortunes, , 


yy Lucius Junius Brutus, 


And take a Proſpect of my certain Woes. 
If my ſad Soul has entertain'd a Hope 
Of Pleaſure here, or harbour'd any Joy, 
But what the Preſence of my Titus gave me; 
Add, add, you cruel Gods, to what I bear, 
And break my Heart be fore him. 
Tit. Break firſt th eternal Chain; for when thou'rt gone, 
The World to me is Chaos. Yes, Ieraminta, 
So cloſe the everlaſting Siſters wove us, 
W bene er we part, the Strings of both muſt crack. 
Once more do intreat thee give the Grave | 
Thy Sadneſs ; let me preſs thee in my Arms, 
My faireſt Bride, my only Lightne!s here, 
Tune of my Heart, and Charmer of my Eyes. 
Nay, thou ſhalt learn the Extaſy from me; 
I' make thee {mile with my extravagant Paſſion, . 
Drive thy pale Fears away; and cer the Morn 
I ſwear, O Teraminta, O my Love, 
Cold as thou art, I'll warm thee into Bluſhes. . 
Ter. O Titus! may I, ought ] to believe you? 
Remember, Sir, lam the Blood of Tarquin, 
The baſeſt too. 
Tit. Thou art the Blood of Heaven, 
The kindeſt Influence of the teeming Stars: 
No Seed of Tarquin; no, tis forg dt abuſe thee : - 
A God thy Father was, a Goddeſs was his Wife; 
The Wood-Nymphs found thee on a Bed of Roſes, 
Lapt in the Sweets and Beauties of the Spring; 
Diana foſter'd thee with Nectar Dews, 
Thus tender, blooming, chaſte, ſhe gave thee me, 
To build a Temple ſacred to her Name; 
Which I will do, and wed thee there again. [me; 
Ter. Swear then, my Titus, {wear you'll, ne er upbraid 
Swear that your Love ſhalllaſt like mine for ever. 
No turn of State or Empire, no Mistortune, 
Shall e'er eſtrange you from me: Swear, I ſay; 
That if you ſhould prove falſe, I may at leaſt 
Have ſomething ſtill to aner to my Fate; | 
Swear, Wear, my Lord, that you will never hate me, 5 


— 0 


Father of bis Country. 
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5 

But to your Death ſtill cheriſh in your Boſom | 1Þ 
The poor, the fond, the wretched Teraminta. : 1 

Tit. Till Death, nay, after Death, if poſſible. : "of 
Diſſolve me ſtill with Queſtions of this Nature, "i 
While I return my Anſwer all in Oaths: 1 
More than thou canſt demand I (wear to do. 9 
This Night, this Night ſpall tell thee how I love thee: "ni 
When Words are at a Loſs, and the mute Soul 1 
Pours out her ſelf in Sighs and gaſping Joys, 7 F | 
Life graips the Pangs of Bliſs, and murmering Pleaſures: . i 
Thou ſhalt confeſs all Language then is vile, . iF 


And yet believe me moſt without my vowing. 
Enter Brutus with a Flamen. 
But ſee, my Father with a Flamen here | 
The Court comes on; let's {lip the buſy Croud, | . 
And ſteal into th eternal Knot of Love. Exeunt. [ 
Brut. Did Sextus, fay'it thou, lie at Collatia, = 
At Collatine's Houſe, laſt Night? 
Fla. My Lord, he did: | 
Where he, with Collatine, and many others, 
Had been ſame Nights before. 
Brut. Ha! if betore, 
"Sy did he come again ? | 
Fla. Becauſe, as Rumour ſpreads, | 
He fell moſt paſſionately in Love with her. 
Brut. What then? | 
Fla. Why, is't not ſtrange ? 
Brut. Is ſhe not handſome ? 
Fla. Oh! very handſome. 
ru. Then 'tisnot ſtrange at all: : 
What, for a King's Son to love another Man's Wife! 
Why, Sir, I've knownthe King has done the fame. 
Faith. Imy ſelf, whoam not us d to caper, 
Have ſometimes had th' unlav ful Itch upon me: 
Nay, prithee Prieſt, come thou and help the Number. 
Ha! my old Boy; the Company is not icandalous : 
Let's go to Hell together; confeſs the Truth, | 
Did'ſt thou never em the Gods, an Hour, or ſo, 
To mumble a new Prayer | 
With a young fleſlily Whore ina baudy Corner? hat _. 
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A Lucius Junius Brutus, 


— F re 


| Fla. My Lord, your Servant. Is thisthe fool the Mad. 
? > l 


Let him be what he will, he ſpoke the Truth: 


If other Fools be thus, they're dangerous Fellows, [Exit. 
Brut. ſolu. Oecaſion ſeems in vie] ſomething there is 

In Tarquiu's laſt abode at Collatine's : 

Late enter ain d, and early gone this Morning; 

The Matron ruffled, wet, and dropping Tears, 

As if ſhe had loſt her Wealth in ſome black Storm! 

As in the Body, on ſome great Surprize, 

The Heart ſtill calls from rhe diſcoloar'd Face, 

From every part the Life and Spirits down: 

So Lucrece comes to Rome, and ſummons all her Blood. 

Lucrece is fair: but chaſt, as the fann'd Snow 

Twice bolted o er by the bleak Northern Blaſts: 


So lies this Harry, cold and frozen Beauty, 


Still watch d and guarded by her waking Virtue, 

A Pattern, tho' I tear inimitable, 

For allſ{uccceding Wives. O brutus! Brutus! 
When will the tedious Gods permit thy Soul 

To walk abroad in her own Majeſty, 

And throw this Vizor of thy Madneſs from thee 7 


O, what but infinite Spirit, propt by Fate, 


For Empire's Weight to turn on, could endure, 
As thou haſt done, the Labours of an Age, 


All Follies, Scoffs, Reproaches, Pities, Scorns, 


Indignities almoſt to Blows ſuſtain'd, 

For twenty preſſing Years, and by a Roman? 

Toact Deformity ina thouſand Shapes, 

To pleate the greater Monſter of therwo, 
That cries, bring forth the Beaſt, and let him tumble: 
With all Variety of aping Madneſs, 

To bray, and bear more than the Aſs's Burden: 
Sometimes to whoot and ſcream like Midnight Owls, 
Then {crew my Li bs like a diſtorted Satyr, | 


The World's Grimace, th' eternal Laughing-ſtock 


Of Town and Court, the Block, the Jeſt of Rome? 
Yet all the while notto my deareſt Friend, 


To my own Children, nor my Boſom Wife, 
Diſcloſe che weighty Secret of my Soul. 


Father of his Country. 
O Rome, O Mother, be thou th' impartial Judge, 
If this be Virtue, Which yet wants a Name, 
Which never any Age could parallel, 
And worthy of the foremoſt of thy Sons. 
| Enter Horatius and Mutius. 
Mut. TOs heard'ſt thou where Sextus was laſt 
Night ? 3 x 
Hor. You Collatia: tis the Buz, of Rome; 
Tis more than gueſs that there has been foul Play, 
Elſe, why ſhould Lucrece come in this {ad manner 
To old Lucretius Houle, and ſummon thither 
Her Father, Husbarid, each diſtinct Relation? 
Enter Fabritius, with Courtiers. 

Mut. Scatter it thro' the City, raiſe the People, 

And find Valerius out: Away, Horatius, _ 
[Exeunt 2 

Fab. Prithee let's talk no more on't. Look, herc's 
Lord Brutus: Come, come, we'll divert our ſelves; for 
tis but juſt, that we wholitat the Helm ſhould now and 
then unruffle our Stare Affairs with the Impertinence of a 
Fool. Prithee, Brutus, what's a Clock? 

Brut. Clotho, Lacheſis, Atropos; the Fates are three: 
Let them but ſtrike, and I'll lead you a Dance, my Ma- 
ſters. | 

Fab. But hark you, Brutus, doſt thou hear the News 
of Lucrece? | 8 

Brut. Yes, yes; and I heard of the Wager that was 


laid among you, among you whoring Lords at the Siege 


of Ardea; ha, Boy! about your handiom Wives. 
Fab. Well; and how. and how? 
Brut. How you bo unc'd from the Board, took Horſe, 


and rode like Madmenꝰ to find the gentle Lucrece at Col- 


latia: but how found her? Why, working with her 
Maids at Midnight. Was not this monſtrous, and quite 
out of the faſnion ? Fine Stuff, indeed, for a Lady of 
Honour, when her Husband was out of the way, to fit 
weaving, and pinking, and pricking of Arr as? Now, 
by this Light, my Lord, your Wife made better uſe of 
her Pincuſhion. | 


Fab. My Wife, my Lord? By Mars, my Wife! | 


Brat. 


| 
j 


's 6 Lucius Junius Brutus, 


Brut. Why ſhould ſhe not, when all the Royal Nurſes 
do the fame? What? What, my Lord, did you not find 
em at it, when you came from Collatia to Rome? Lartius, 
your Wife, and your's, Flaminius? with Tullia's Boys, 
turning the Chryſtals up, daſhing the Windows, and the 
Fates detying ? Now, by the Gods, I think twas civil in 
you, diſcrectly done, Sirs, not to interrupt em. But for 
your Wife, Fabritius, I'll be ſworn for her, ſhe would not 

p em Company. | 

Fab. No marry, would ſhe not; ſhe hates Debauches. 
How have I heard her rail at Terentia, and tell her next her 
Heart upon the Qualms, that drinking Wine too late, and 


_ tippling Spirits, would be the Death of her? 


Brut. Hark you, Gentlemen, if you would but be ſe- 
cret now, I could unfold ſuch a Buſineſs; my Life on't, 
avery Plot upon the Court. 

Fab. Out with it, we {wear Secrecy. | 
Brut. Why thus then. To morrow Tullia goes to the 
Camp, and I being Maſter of the Houſhold, have Com- 
mand to ſweep the Court of all its Furniture, and ſend it 
packing to the Wars: Pandars, CER, upſtart 
Rogues, fine Knaves, and ſurly Raſcals; Flatterers, eaſy, 
ſupple, cringing, paſſing, ſmiling Villains; all, all to the 
Wars. | | 


Fab. By Mars, I do not like this Plot. 
Brut. Why, is it not a Plot? A Plot upon your ſelves, 
your Perſons, Families, and your Relations, even to your 
Wives, Mothers, Siſters, all your Kindred? For Whores 
too are included, Setters too, and Whore-Procurers, Bag 


and Baggage; all, all to the Wars. All hence, all Rubbiſh, 


Lumber out, and not a Bawd be left behind, to put you in 
hope of hatching Whores hereafter. £ En 
Fab. Hark. Lartius, he'll run from fooling to direct 
madneſs, and beat our Brains out. The Devil take the 
hindmoſt: Your Servant, ſweet Brutus, noble honour- 
able Brutus. 5 5 ¶Exeunt. 
Enter Titus. | | 


Iit. Tis done, tis done, auſpicious Heav'n has join'd us, 


And I this Night ſhall hold her in my Arms. 
: $ Brut e 


Father of his Country. 


Brut. Oh, Sir! that Exelamation was too high: 
Such Raptures ill become the troubled Times: 
No more of em. And by the way, my Titus, 
Renounce your Teraminta. 

Tit. Ha; my Lord! 

Brut. How now, my Boy ? 

Tit. Your Counlel comes too late, Sir. 

Brut. Your Reply, Sir, 
Comes too ill-manner'd, pert, and ſaucy, Sir. 

Tit. Sir, I am marry'd, 

Brut. What, without my Knowledge ? 

Tit. My Lord, I ask your Pardon; but that Hymen--— 

Brut. Thou ly'ſt: that honourable God would {corn it, 
Some baudy Flamen ſhuffled you together: 

Priapus lock'd you, while the Ba * rr 

Sung your deteſted Epithalamium. 
Which of the Blood were the curs'd Witneſſes? 
Who would be there at ſuch polluted Rites 
But Goats, Baboons, ſome chatt'ring old Silenus, 
Or Satyrs grinning at your ſlimy Joys? 

Tit. Oh, all ye Gods! my Lord, your Son is marty'd, 
To Tarquin's | 

Brut. Baſtard. 

Tit. No, his Daughter. 

Brut. No matter: 
To any of his Blood; if it be his, 
There is ſuch natural Contagion in it, | 8 
Such a congenial Devil in his Spirit, \ By 
Name, Lineage, Stock, that but to own a part 1 
Of his Relation, is to profeſs thy ſelf | _ 
Sworn Slave of Hell, and Bondman to the Furies. \F1 
Thou art not marry'd! | | | | 1 

Tit. Oh, is this poſſible? | 1 
This Change that I behold? No part of him 90 
The fame, nor Eyes, nor Mien, nor Voice, nor Geſture! 8 

Brut. Oh, that the Gods would give my Arm the Vi- 
To ſhake this ſoft, efteminate, lazy Soul (gour k 

Forth from thy Boſom. No, degenerate Boy, 1 

Bru eis is not the ſame, the Gods Ss wak'd him | 


From dead Stupidity, to bea e | 4 


1 8 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
living Torment to thy Diſobedience. 
| Look on my Face, view my Eyes flame, and tell me 

f ought thou ſeeſt but Glory and Revenge, 
> Ablood-ſhot Anger, and a Burſt of Fury, | 
0 When I but think of Tarquin. Damn the Monſter ; 
Fetch him, you Judges of th' eternal Deep, 

Arraign him, chain him, plunge him in double Fires: 
If after this thou ſeeſt a Tenderneſs, 

A Woman's Fear come o'er my Reſolution, 
Think, Iitus, think, my Son, tis Nature's Fault, 
Not Roman Brutus, but a Father now. 

Iit. Oh, let me fall low i as the Earth permits me, 
And thank the Gods for this moſt happy Change, 
That you are now, altho'to my Confulion, | 
That awful, godlike, and commanding Brutus, 
Which I ſo oft have wiſh'd you; which ſometimes 
I thought imperfectly you were, or might be, 
When I havetaken unawares your Soul 
Ata broad Glance, and forc'd her to retire. | 
Ah, my dear Lord, you need not add new Threats, 
New Marks of Anger to compleat my Ruin; 
Your Iitus has enough to break his Heart, 

When he remembers that youdurſt not truſt him: 

Yes, yes, my Lord, I havea thouſand Frailties: 

= The Mould you caſt me in, the Breath, the Blood, 

4 And Spirit which you gave me, are unlike i 
The Godlike Author; 5 you gave em, Sir: 

it And ſure, if you had pleas'd to honour me, 

i T' immortalize my Name to after Ages, 

it hy imparting your high Cares, I ſhould have found 

3K At leaſt ſo much hereditary Virtue 

| 

4 


Þ As not to havedivulg'd them. 

ik Brut. Riſe, my Son, 

iF Re ſatisfy d thou art the firſt that know'ft me: 

A thouſand Accidents and fated Cauſes 

Ruſh againſt oyery Bulwar k I can raiſe, — 
And half unhinge my Soul. For now's the time, 
To ſhake the Building of the Tyrant down. 


and ſeems to kindle from the ſetting Stars: 


As from Night's Womb the glorious Day breaks fortl, 


Father of his Country. 9 


So from the Blackneſs of young Iarquin's Crime, 
And Furnace of his Luſt, tlie virtuous Soul 
Of Junius Brutus catches bright Occaſion. 
I ſee the Pillars of this Kingdom totter : 
The Rape of Lucrece is the Midnight Lanthron 
Thatlights my Genius down to the Foundation, 
Leave me to work, my Titus, Oh, my Son 
For from this Spark a Lightning ſhall ariſe, 
That muſt e er Night purge all the Roman Air: 
And then the Thunder of his Ruin follows. 
No more; but haſte thee to Lucretius: 
I hearthe Multitude, and muſt among them. 
Away, my Son, 
Tit. Bound, and obedient ever. [ Exit, 
| Enter Vindicius with Plebeians. | 
1 Cit. Fupiter, defend us! I think the Firmament is all 
onalight Fire. Now, Neighbour, as you were ſaying, 


as to the Cauſ2 of Lightning and Thunder, and for the 


nature of P; odigics. | 

Vin, What! a Taylor, and talk of Lightning and Thun- 
der? Why, thou walking Shred, thou moving Bottom, 
chou upright Needle, thou ſhaving edging Skirt, thou 


Flip-flap of a Man, thou vaulting Flea, thou Nit, thou No- 


thing, doſt thou talk of Prodigies when I am by? O rem- 
pora | O mores! But, Neighbours, as 1 was ſay ing, what 
think you of Vale: ius? 

All. Valerius, Valerius! 

Vin. I know you are piping hot for Sedition, you all 
gape for Rebellion: but what's the near? For look you, 
Sirs, we, the People in the Body Politick, arc bur the Guts 
of Government, therefore we may rumble and grumble, 
and croke our Hearts out, if we have never a Head: why, 
how ſhall we be nouriſh'd? Therefore, I fay, let us get a 
Head, a Head, my Maſters. _ | | 

Brut. Protect me, Jove, and guard me from the Fan- 
Can this to horrid Apparition be ? : 
Oris it but the making of my Fancy ? 

Vin. Ha, Brutus! What, where isthis Apparition ? 

1 Cit. This is the Tribune of the Celeres; 
. Anotablc Head-piece, and the King's Jeſter, 

by | B 2 Bit . 
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10 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
Brut. By Jove a Prodigy! | 
Vin. Nay, like Choe ; the Godsare very angry, 

I know they are, they told me ſo themſelves; 

For look you, Neighbours, I, for my own part, 

Have ſeen to Day fourlcore and nineteen Prodigies and 


a half. . 
Brut. But this is a whole one. O moſt horrible! 


Look, Vindiciuc, 138 o'er that part 
bl 


O' th' Capitol, juſt, juſt there, Man, yonder, look. 
Vin. Ha, my Lord! 
Brut. Ialways took thee for a quick-ſighted Fellow: 
What, art thou blind ?. Why yonder, allo Fire; 
It vomits Lightning; tis a monſtrous Dragon. 
Vin. Oh, 1 lee it: O Fupiter and Funo! By the Gods. 
„„ 7? Coe 
Oh, Neighbours, look, look, look on his filthy Noſtrils! 
T has Eyes like flaming Saucers, and a Belly 
Like a burning Caldron: With ſuch aſwinging Tail: 
And Oh, athing, a thing that's all o' Fire | 
Erut. Ha! now it fronts us witha Head that's mark'd 
With Tarquin's Name: And ſee, tis Thunder-ſtruck ! 
Look yonder how it whizzes thro' the Air ! | 
The Gods have {truck it down; *tis gone, tis vaniſh'd. 


Oh! Neighbours, what, what ſhould this Portent mean? 


Vin. Mean! why, it's plain, did we not ſee the Mark 
Upon the Beaſt ? Tarquiz's the Dragon, Neighbours, 


Jarquin's the Dragon, and the Gods ſhall ſwinge him. 


All. A Dragon, a Tarquin. 
1 Cit. For my part, I {aw nothing. 8 
Vin. How, Rogue? Why, this is Prodigy on Prodigy! 
Down with him, knock him down; what, not ſee the 
Dragon? | | 
1 Cit. Mercy: Idid, Idid; a huge monſtrous Dragon. 
Brut. So; not a word of this, my Maſters, not for 
your Lives: 
Mect me anon at the Forum; but not a Word. 
Vindicius, tell'em the Tribune of the Celeres 


Intends this Night to give them an Oration. 


[Ex, Vindic. and Rabble. 
5 Enter 


Father of his Country, 11 


Enter Lucrece, Valerius, Lucretius, Mutius, Herminius, 


1 


Horatius, Titus, Tiberius, Collatinus. 

Brut. Ha! in the open Air? So near, you Gods? 
So ripe your Judgments? Nay, then let em break, 
And burſt the Hearts of thoſe that have deſervd them. 

Lucr. Oh, Collatine! art thou come? 
Alas, my Husband! Oh, my Love! my Lord ! 

Coll. Oh, Lucrece! ſee, I haveobey'd thy Summons; 
I have thee in my Arms; but ſpeak, my Fair, 
Say, isall well ? TE 

Lucr. Away, and do not touch me : 
Stand near, but touch me not. My Father too! 


Iucretius, art thou here? 


Luc. Thou ſeeſt Iam. 
Haſte, and relate thy lamentable Story. | | 
Lucr. If there be Gods, Oh, will not they revenge me? 
Draw near, my Lord; for ſure you havea Share 


In theſe ſtrange Woes. Ah, Sir, what have you donc? 


Why did youbring that Monſter of Mankind 
The other Night, to curſe Collaria's Walls? 


V hy did you blaſt me with that horrid Viſage, 


And blot my Honour with the Blood of Iarquin? 
Coll. Oh, all the Gods! 
Lucr. Alas, they are far off, 


Or ſure they would have help'd the wreteh'd Lucrece. 


Hear then and tell it to the wondring World; 
Laſt Night the luſtful bloody Sextus came 
Late, and benighted, to Collatia, 

Intending, as — ſaid, for Rome next Morning; 
But in the dead of Night, juſt when ſoft Slecp 


Had ſeal'd my Eyes, and quite becalm'd my Soul,. 


Methought a horrid Voice thus thunder'd in my Far, 
Lucrece, thou'rt mine, ariſe and meet my Arms; 


When ſtrait I wak'd, and found young Tarquin by nie. 


His Robe unbutton d, red and ſparkling Eyes, 

The fluſhing Blood that mounted in his Face, 

The trembling Eager neſs that quite devour'd him, 

With only one grim Slave that held a Taper, 

At that dead Stillneſs of the murd Ting Night, 
Sufficiently declar'd his horrid Purpalc. 848 


12 Lucius Junius Brutus, . 
Coll. Oh, Lucrece, Oh! . 

Lucr. How is it poſſible to ſpeak the Paſſion, 

The Fright, the Throes, and Labour of my Soul? 

Ah, Collatine! half dead I turn'd away 


To hide my Shame, my Anger, and my Bluſhes, 
While he at firſt with a diſſembli lh | 


ng Mildneſs 
Attempted on my Honour 5 
But haſtily repuls d, and with Diſdain, 
He drew his Sword, and locking his left Hand 
Faſt in my Hair, he held it to my Breaſt: ä 
Proteſt ing by the Gods, the Fiends and Furies, 
If Irefus'd him he would give me Death, | 
And {wear he found me with that ſwarthy Slave, 
Whom he would leave there murder'd by my Side. 
Brut. Villain! Damn'd Villain ! 3 
Lucr. Ah, Collatine! Oh, Father! Junius Brutus! 
All that are kin to this diſhonour'd Blood, | 
How will you view me now? Ah, how forgive me ? 
Yet think not, Collatine, with my laſt Tears, 
With theſe laſt Sighs, theſe dying Groans, I beg you; 
I do conjure my Love, my Lord, my Husband, 
O think me not conſenting once in Thought, 
Tho? he in Act poſſeſt his furious Pleaſure : | 
For, Oh, the Name! the Name of an Adultreſs! 
But here I faint. Oh, help me; e 
Imagine me, my Lord, but what I was, 
And what I ſhortly ſhall be, cold and dead. | 
Coll. Oh, you aveng ng Gods! Lucrece, my Love, 


I {wear Ido not think thy Soul conſenting : 
And therefore I forgive thee. 


Lucr. Ah, my Lord! | 
Were Itolive, how ſhould I anſwer this? 
Al that Lask you now is to revenge me; 
Revenge me, Father, Husband, Oh, revenge me; 
Revenge me, C rutus; you his Sons revenge me; 
Herminius, Mutius, thou Horatius too; 
And thou Valerius; all, revenge me all: 
Revenge the Honour of the raviſh'd Lucrece. 
All. We will revenge thee, 


Lucr, Ithank you all; Ithank you, noble Romans: 


Father of his Country. 13 
And that my Life, tho well I know you wiſhit, 
May not hereafter ever give Example 
Toany that, like me, ſhall bediſhonour'd, 
To live beneath ſo loath'd an Infamy ; 
Thus I for ever looſe it, thus ſet free 
My Soul, my Lite and Honour all together: 
Revenge me; Oh Revenge, Revenge, Revenge! [ Dies. 
Luc. Struck to the Hearr, 3 motionleis. 
Coll. O give me way t' embalm her with my Tears; 
For who has that Propriety of Sorrow, 
Who dares to claim an equal Share with me? 
Brut. That, Sir, dare I, and every Roman here. 
What now ? at your Laments? your puling Sighs? 
And Woman's Drops? ſhall theſe quit Scores for Blood? 
For Chaſtity, for Kome, and violated Honour? 
Now, bythe Gods, my Soul diſdains your Tears: 
There's not a common Harlot in the Shambles, 
But for a Drachm ſhalloutweep you all. 
Advance the Body nearer: See, my Lords, 
Behold, you le from the Wound 
Of this dead Beauty, thus I draw the Dagger, 
All ftain'd and reeking with her ſacred Blood; 
Thus to my Lips Lput-the hallow'd Blade, 
To yours, Lucre ius, Collatinus yours; 
To yours Hermizins, Mutius, and Horatius, 
And yours Valerius: Kiſs the Ponyard round: 
Now join your Hands with mine, and ſwear, {wear all, 
By this chaſte Blood, chaſte e' er the royal Villain 
Mixt his foul Spirits with the ſpotleſs Maſs, 
Swear, and let all the Gods be Witneſles, 
That you with me willdrive proud Tarquin out, 
His Wife, th' imperial Fury, and her Sons, ; 
With all the Race; drive em with Sword and Fire 
Io the World's Limits, Profligate accurſt: 
Swear from this time never to ſuffer them, 
Nor any other King, to reign in Rome. 
All. We ſwear. | | 
Brut. Well have you fworn; and Oh! methinks I ſee 
The hovering Spirit of the raviſh'd Matron | 
Look down; ſhebows her airy Head to bleſs you, 
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14 * Lucius Junius Brutus, 


And crownth' auſpicious Sacrament with Smiles. 
Thus with her Body high expos'd to View, 

March to the Forum with the Pomp of Death.. 
Orne 

When to the Clouds thy Pile of Fame is rais'd, 

While Rome is free thy Memory {hall be prais'd : 
Senate and People, Wives and Virgins all, 
Shallonce a Ycar before thy Statue fall 

Curſing the Tarquins, they thy Fate ſhall mourn 

But, when the Thoughts of Liberty return, | 


Shall bleſs the happy Hour when thou wert born. | 
| | | [ Exennt, 


FF 
Need tee To Go IOW Cr 7A, IN 


ACT IL: SCENE. 
S C. E N E, The Forum. 
Tiberius, Fabritius, Lartius, Flaminius. 


Tib. LAbritius, Lartius, and Flaminius, ; 
As you are Romans, and oblig'd by Tarquin,. 
dare confide in you; I lay again, 
Tho' I could not refuſe the Oath he gave us, 
Idiſapprove my Father's Undertaking : . - 
I'm loyal to the laſt, and ſo will ſtand. 
l amin Haſte, and muſt to Tallia. | 
Fab. Leave me, my Lord, to deal with the Multitude. 
Tiv. Remember this in ſhort. A King is one 
To whom you may complain when you are wrong'd ; 
The Throne lies open in your Way for Juſtice: 
You may be angry, and may be forgiven ;_ 
There's room for. Favour, and for Benefit, 
Where Friends and Enemies may come together, 
Have preſent Hearing, preſent Compoſition, 
Without Recourſe to the litigious Laws; 
Laws that are cruel, deaf, inexorable, 
That caſt the Vile and Noble 2:4 e 
Where, if you ſhou'd exceed the Bounds of Order, 1 
; 3 | 0 * : | 1 ' of ere - 


Father of his Country. 13 
There is no Pardon: O! tis dangerous, i 
To have all Actions judg'd by rigorous Law. 
What, to depend on Innocence alone, 
Among ſo many Accidents and Errors 
That wait on human Life? Conſider it; 
Stand faſt, be loyal, I muſt to the Queen. [ Exit; 
Fab. A pretty Speech, by Mercury! Look you, Lartius, 
when the Wordslie like alow Wreſtler, round, cloſe and 
ſhort, ſquat, patand pithy. 
Lar. But what ſhould we do here, Fabritius? The Mul- 
titude willtear us in pieces, 
Fab. Tis true, Lartius, the Multitude is a mad thing, 
a ſtrange blunder-headed Monſter, and very unruly : But 
Eloquenceis ſuch a Thing, a fine, moving, florid, pathe- 
tical Speech! But ſee, the Hydra comes: Let me alone; 
fear not, I fay fear not. | 
Enter Vindicius, with Plebeians. 
Fin. Come, Neighbours, rank your ſelves, plant your 
ſelves, ſet your ſelves in order, the Gods are very angry. 
Pl ay that for em: Pough, pough, I begin to {weat al- 


ready; and they'll find us Work 3 to Day, I'Il tell 


you that. And to ſay Truth, I never lik d Tarquin, be- 
tore I ſaw the Mark in his Forehead: For look you Sirs, I 


am a true Commonyealthſman, and do not naturally love 


Kings, tho they be good; for why ſhould any one Man 


have more Power than the People? Is he bigger, or wiſer 
than the People? Has he more Guts, or more Brains than 


the People? What can he do for the People, that the Peo- 
ple can't do for themſelves? Can he make Corn grow in a 
Famine? Can he give us Rain in Drought? Or make our 
Pots boil, tho' the Devil piſs in the Fire ? 5 


1 Cit. For my part, I hate all Courtiers; and I think 1 


have Reaſon for't. | 
, Vin. Thou Reaſon ! Well, Taylor, and what's thy Rea- 
on ? 


. Why, Sir, there was a Crew of em Yother Night | 
got drunk, broke my Windows, and hindled my Wife. 


Vin. How, Neighbours ? Nay, now the Fellow has 
Reaſon, look you: His Wife handled ? Why, this is a Mat- 
ter of Moment. e N | 
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16 Lucius Junius Brutus, 


1 Cit. Nay, I know there were ſome of the Princes, 
for I heard Sextus his Name. 1 
Vin. Ay, ay, the King's Sons, my Life fort; ſome of 
the King's Sons. Well, theſe roaring Lords never do any | 
Good among us Citizens : They are ever breaking the 
Peace, running in our Debts, and {winging our Wives. 
Fab. How long at length, thou many-headed Monſter, 
You Bulls, and Bears, you roaring Beaſts and Bandogs, 
Porters and Coblers, Tinkers, Taylors, all 
Vou Raſcally Sons of Whores in a civil Government, 
How long, I fy, dare you abuſe our Patience? 
Does not che Thought of Rods and Axes fright you? 
Does not our Preſence ha! theſe Eyes, theſe Faces 
Strike you with trembling? Ha! | 
Vin. Why, what have we here? a very Spit-fire; the 
Crack-fartof the Court. Hold, let me ſee him nearer : 
Yes, Neighbours, this is one of em, one of your roaring 
Squires that poke us in the Night, beat the Watch, and de- 
flower our Wives. I know him, Neighbours, for all his 
bouncingand his wearing; this is a Court-Pimp, a Bawd, 
ane of Targuins Bawds. 1 
Fab. Peace thou obſtreperous Raſcal; I am a Man of 
eng one of the Equeſtrian Order, my Name is Fa- 
WHIAS. ; 
Vin. Fabritius! Your Servant, Fabricius. Down with 
him, Neighbours; anupſtart Rogue; this is he that was 
the Queens Coachman, and drove the Chariot over her 
Fathers Body; down with him, down with em all: 
Bawds, Pimps, Panders. ENG | 
Fab. O Mercy, Merey, Mercy! ! | 
Vin. Hold, Neighbours, hold: As we are Great, flet us 
be Juſt. You, Sirrah ; you of the Equeſtrian Order, 
Knight? Now, by Fove, he has the Look of a Pimp; 1 
find we can't fave him. Rite, Sir Knight, and tell me be- 
fore the Majeſty of the People, what have you to ſay, that 
ou ſhould not have your Neck broke down the Tarpeian 
555 your Body burnt, and your Aſhes thrown in the 


Fab. Oh! oh! oh! 


Vin. A Courtier ! a Sheep-biter. Leaye off your blub- . 
bering, and confels, | ; Fab. 


Father of his Country. t7 
Fab. Oh! Iwillconfeſs, I will confeſs.  - 
Coachman 7 | ; : 
Fab. I was, I was. | | 
Vin. Did you notdrive her Chariot over the Body of her 
Father, the dead King Tullus ? CNY 
Fab. I did, I did; tho' it went againſt my Conſcience. 
Pin. So much the worſe. Have you not ſince abuied 
the good People, by ſeducing the Citizens Wives to Court 
for the King's Sons? Have you not by your Bawds Tricks 


been the Occaſion of their making Aflault on the Bodies of 


many a virtuous dispos d Gentle woman? 
Fab. I have, I have. | 

Vin. Have you not wickedly held the Door, while the 
Daughters of the wiſe Citizens have had their Veſſels 
broken up? | 

Fab. Oh, Lconfeſs manya time andoften. | 

Vin. For all which Services to your Princes, and ſo high- 
ly deſerving of the Commonwealth, you havereceiv'drhe 
Honour of Knighthood ? | 

Fab. Mercy, Mercy, I confeſs it all. 

Vin. Hitherto IJ have help'd you to ſpell, now pray put 
together for your ſelf, and confeſs the whole Matter in 
three Words. 2 | 

Fab. I was at firſt the Son of a Carman, came tothe 


Honour of being Tw{lia's Coachman, have been a Pimp, 


and remain a Knight at the Mercy o' the People. 


Vin. Well, I am mov'd, my Bowels are ſtirr'd; take 


dem away, and let em only be hang'd: Away with em, 
away with'em. | 
Fab. Oh Mercy! Help, help. 


Vin. Hang 'em, Rogues, Pimps, hang 'em I ſay. Why 


look you, Neighbours, this is Law, Right, and Juſtice : 


This is the Peoples Law, and I think that's better than the 
arbitrary Power of Kings. Why, here was Trial, Con- 
demnation, and Execution, without more ado. Hark, 
hark, what have we here? Look, look, the Tribune of 


the Celeres! Bring forth the Pulpit, the Pulpit. 
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7” 28 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
; Trumpet ſound a dead March. © 
Enter Brutus, Valerius, Herminius, Mutius, Horatius, 
Lucretius, Collatinus, Tiberius, Titus, with the B och 
of Lucrece. | Tae Ss 
Vat. I charge you, Fathers, Nobles, Romans, Friends, 
Magiſtrates, all you People, hear Valerius. 
This Day, O Romans, is a Day of Wonders, 
The Villanics of Tarquizare compleat : 
To lay whole Vices open to yeur View, 
To give you Reaſons for his Baniſhment, 
With the Expulſion of his wicked Race, 
The Gods have choſen Lucius Funins Brutus, 
The ſtupid, ſenſeleſs, and illiterate Brutus, 
Their Orator in this prodigious Cauſe : 
Lethim aſcend, and Silence be proclaim'd. 
Vin. A Brutus, a Brutus, a Brutus! Silence there; 
Silence, I ſay, Silence on pain of Death. . _ 
Brut. Patricians, People, Friends, and Romans all, 
Had not th' inſpiring Gods by Wonder brought me 
From clouded Senſe, to this full Day of Reaſon, 
Whence, with a Prophet's Proſpect, I behold 
The State of Rome, and Danger of the World; 
Vet in a Cau'e like this, methinks the weak, 
Enervate, ſtupid Brutus might ſuffice: 
O the eternal Gods! bring but the Statues 
Of Romu us and Numa, plant em here 
On either Hand of this cold Roman Wife, 
Only to ſtand and point that publick Wound; 
O Romans, Oh, what Uſe would be of Tongues! 
What Orator need {peak while they were by? 
Would not the Majeſty of thoſe dumb Forms 
Inſpire your Souls, and arm you for the Cauſe ? 
Would you not curſe the Author of the Murder. 
And drive him from the Earth with Sword and Fire? 
But where, methinks I hear the People ſhout, - 
I hear the Cry of Rome, where is the Montter ? 
Bring Tarquin forth, bring the Deſtroyer out, 
Buy whoſe curs'd fre gs luſt ful bloody Sex tus, 
This perfect Mould of Rowan Chaſtity, 


This 


ThisStar-of ſpotleſs 90 1 
I his Pattern for all Wives 


Was foully brought to a e wy 323 
Vin. O, Neighbours, Nd leren Wives Ke OY f 
Nay, I never wept befo e inall my Life. 9 | þ 
Brut. O the immortal GIS N Et i 
Of falling Rome, if to his Relations”... 2 PLS 4 x 
(For Collatinus is a Turquin td Tl v4 
It Wrongs ſo great to them, te his own Blood, | "i 97 AY Rat 
What then to us, the Nobles and che Gone” 8 ＋ 


Not to remember you of his paſt M 3 * 
The black Ambition of his furious Gun_ bY 95 A 8 N 
Who drove her Chariot thro' the G Street, ©" at th 8 Wes 
On ſuch adamn'd Deſign as might ha 
The Steeds of Day, and ſhock'd the ſtarting 3 
Bleſt as they are, with an uneaſy Moment? OY) e 
Add yet to this, oh! add the horrid Slaughter "To, N 
Of all the Princes of the Roman Senate, „ 
Invading Fundamental Right and juſtice, Wa: 
Breaking g the ancient Cuſtoms, Statutes, Laws, $ 
With potitive Pow'r, and arbitrary Luſt ; 
And thoſe Affairs which were before diſpatch'd 
Tn publick by the Fathers, now are forc'd 1 
To his own Palace, there to be determin'd OT. 
As he and his portentous Council pleaſe. 
But then for you. 
Vin. Ay, for the People, come, 
And then, my Myrmidons, to pot with him. 
Brut. liay, if thus the Nobles have been wrong'd. 
What Tengue can ſpeak the Grievance of the People? ? 
Vin, Alas, poor People! 
Brut. You that were once a Free>born Pcople, fam'd 
In his Forefather's Days for Wars abroad, 
The Conquerors of the World; Oh Rome! Oh Glory! 
What are you now ? What has the T yrant made you? 
The Slaves, the Beaſts, the Aſſes of the Earth, 
The Soldiers of the Gods, mechanick Labourers, 
Drawers ef Water, Taskers, Timber-ſellers, | 
Yok'd you like Bulls, his very Jades for Lu ggage, 
Drove you with Scourges —_ todigin Quarries, 
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5 Fra 0 a the Gods! What "4 
5 af tis be true, Why have you b en ſo backward? 
_ Okfluggith Souls! Oh F al | fe mer Glory | 
ENIX Woman wak'd you! 
Behold ſhe comes, and walls you to revenge her; 
eee. and cries, 
ERR vc, drivethe Sun, out. 
| © Behold en from her Wound, | 
| 2 She bids you hy ths” Frophy on your Standard, 
This Pony: 1d Which ſhe ſtab ' d into her Heart, 
5 | 7 | And bear her Body i your Battcl's Front: 
CERLTSERRy till Tarquin does return, 
To lee your Wives and Childrendragg'd about, 
u es burnt, the Temples all profan d, 
1 2 City fil'd with Rapes, Adulteries, 
The 1 = choak d with Bodies, all the Shores 
And neiglibouring Rocks beſmear'd with Roman Blood? 
Vin. Away, away, let's burn his Palace firſt. 
Brut. Hold, hold, my Friends; as J have been th“ Inipirer 
Of this moſt juſt Revenge, ſol intreat you, 
Ohworthy Romans, take me with you ſtill: 
Drive Tullia out, and all of Tarquin's Race; 
Expel em without Damage to chair Perſons, 
Tho not without Reproach. Vinicins, you 
I truſt in this: So proſper us the Gods, 
Proſper our Cauie, proſper the Common-wealth, 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 
Vin. Liberty, Liberty, Liberty! 9255 
11. Liberty, Oc. Exeunt. 
Val O Brutus, as a God weall furvey thee: 
Let then the Gratitude we ſhould expreſs 
Beloſt in Admiration Well, we know _ 
Virtue like thine, ſo fierce, 10like the Gods, 
That more than thou preient{t we could not bear, 
Looks with Diidain on ceremonious Honours; 
Therefore accept ſhort the Thanks of Rome : 
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That Brutus may remember, tho his vun W 
Soar to the Gods, he is a Roman ſtill. 8 

Brut. And when Jam not ſo, or once in Thought 
Conipire the Bondage of my Countrymen, LR 
Strike me, you Gods; tearme, O Roman piece-meal; 
And let your Brutus be more loath'd than TIarquin. 
But now to thoſe Atfairs that want a Vicw, 


Im. gine then the Fame of what is done 

Has reach'd to Ardea, whence the trembling King, | US 
By Guilt and Nature quick and apprehenſive, a 149 
With a bent Brow comes poſt for his Revenge, | | Wt 
To make Examples of the Mutincers : | K5 


Let him come on. I. ucretius, to your Care 
The Charge and Cuſtody of Rome is giv'n, 
While we, with all the Force that can be rais d, 
Waiting the Tarquins on the common Road, 
Reſolve to join the Army at the Camp. 
What thinks Valerius of the Conſequence ? 
Val. As of a lucky Hit. There is a Number 
Of Malecontents that wiſn for ſucha Time: 
I think that only Speed i is neceſſary 
To crown the whole Event. 
Brut. Go then your ſelf. 
With theſe Aſſiſtants, and make inſtant Head 
Well as you can, Numbers will not be wanting 
To Mars his Field; I have but ſome few Orders 
To leave with Iitus that mult be diſpers'd, _ : 
And Brutus ſhallattend you. 
Val. The Gods direct you. 
Exeunt with the Boge Lucrece, 4 
Manent Brutus and Titus. 1 
Brut. Titus, My Son. 
Tit. My ever honour'd Lord. as: 
Brut. I think, my Titus, _ A_— 
Nay, by the Gods, I dare proteſt it to 125 1 5 33 
I love thee more than any mo my Childaniy i 
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Why do you thus, O my too gracious Lord, 
Diftolve at once the Being that you gave me : 
_ Unleſs you mean to {crew me to Performance 
Beyond the Reach of Man? | 
Ah why, my Lord, do you oblige me more 
Than my Humanity can e'er return? 
Brut. Yes, Iitus, thou conceiv'ſt thy Father right, 
I find our Genii know cach other well; 
And Minds, my Son, of our uncommon Make, 
When once the Mark's in view, never ſhoot wide, 
But in a Line come level to the White, 


were marry'd. 
*. Q! did. 
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Father of his Country. 23 

Brut. To Teraminta, Tarquin's natural Daughter. 

Tit. Moſt true, my Lord, to that poor virtuous pn | 
Your Ties, Sir, your molt ere Son, | 
Is join'd for ever. 

Brut. No Titus, not for ever; 

Not but I know the Virgin beautiful; 
For I did oft converſe her when I ſeem'd 
Not to converſe at all: Yet more, my Son, 
Ethink her chaſtly good, moſt {weetly fram'd, 
Without the ſmalleſt Tincture of her Father: 
Yet, Titus — Ha! What, Man? What, all in Tears? ?. 
Art thou lo ſoft, that only {aying yet 
Has daſh'd thee thus? Nay, then Vl plunge thee down, 
Down to the bottom of this foo iſh Stream, 
Whoſc Brink thus makes thee tremble. ri my Son, 
If thou art mine thou art not Teraminta's: 
Or if thouart, I ear thou mult not be, 
Thou ſhalt not be hereafter. 

Tit. O the Gods! 
Forgive me, Blood and Duty, all Reſpects 
Due to a Father's Name, not Teramiita's ! 

Brut. No, by the Gods I ſwear, not Teraminta's, 
No, Titus, by th'eternal Fates, that hang 
I hope auſpicious o'er the Head of Rome, 

I'll grapple with thee on this Spot of Earth 
About this Theme till one of us fall dead: 
Pll ſtruggle with thee for this Point of Honour, 
And tug with 7eraminta for thy Heart, 
As have done for Rome: Yes, e'cr we part, 
Fix d as you are by Wed ock join'd and fait, 

I'll ſet you far aſunder: Nay, on this, 
This ſpotted Blade, bath'd in the Blood of Lucrece, 
Pll make thee {wear on this thy wedding Night | 
Thou wiltnot touch thy Wife. 
Ii. Conſcicnee, Heart and Bowel:, 

Am Ia Man? Havel my F.cſhabout me? 2 

Brut. I know thou hait too muchof Fieſhaboat the; 

Tis that, my Son, that and thy Boo: 41 fear, 

More than r Spirit, which is truly Rowmant. 

But let che heated Channels of thy Veins 5 
bY 5 ol 
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24 Eucius Junius Brutus, 
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Boil o'er, 1 ſtill am dbfiinate in this: 


Thou ſhalt renounce thy Father or thy Love. 


Either reſolve to part with Teraminta, 
To ſend her forth, with Twilia, to her Father, 
Or ſhake Hands with me, part, and be accurs'd 


Make me believe thy Mother play'd me falſe, 


And, in my Abſence, tamp'd thee with a Tarquin, 
Tit. Hold, Sir, I do conjure you by the God 3 

Wrong not my Mother, tho you doom me dead; 

Curſe me not till you hear what I reſolve; 

Give me a litile time to rouze my Spirits, 

To muſter all the Tyrant- Man about me, 

All that is fierce, auſtere, and greatiy cruel, 

To Titz. and his Teraminta's Ruin. * 
Brut. Remember me; look on thy Father's Suff rings, 

W hat he has born for twenty rolling V ears; 

If thou ha Nature, Worth, or Honour in thee, 

The Contemplation of my cruel Labours 

Will ſtir thee up to this new Act of Glory. 

Thou want'ſt the Image of thy Father's Wrongs; 

O take it then, reflected with the Warmth 


Of all the Tendernei that I can give thee : 


Perhaps it itood in a wrong Light before, 
Tu try all Ways to place it to Advantage. 
Learn by my rigorous Roman Reſolution 


To ſtiffen thy unharaſs'd infant Virtue: 


Ido allow thee Fond, Young, Soft, and Gentle, 
Train'd by the Charms of one that is moſt Eovely; 
Yet, Tus, this muſt all be loſt, when Honour, 
When Reme, the World, and the Gods come to claim us; 
Think then thou heard'ſt em cry, Obey thy Father; 
If thouart falſe, or per jur d, there he ſtands 
Accountable to us, but ſwear t' obey 
Implicitly believe him, that, if ought 
Be ſworn amiſs, thou may'ſt have nought to anſwer. 
Tit. What is it, Sir, that you would have me ſwear ? 
That I may ſcape your Curie, and gain your Bleſſing. 
rut. That thou this Night wilt part with Tera minta. 
For once again I ſwear, if here ſhe ſtays, | 
What for the Hatred of the Multitude. 


And 


And my Reſolves to drive out Tarquin's Race, 
Her Perſon is not ſafe. | 
Tit. Here, take me, Sir, 
Take me before I cool: I ſwear this Night 
That 1 will part with (oh!) my Teraminta. | 
B-ut. Swear too, and by the Soul of raviſh'd Lucrecs, 
Tho' on thy Bridal Night, thou wilt not touch her. 
it. 1 ſwear, ev'n by the Soul of her younam'd, 
The raviſh'd Lucrece, oh th* immortal Gods! 
] will not touch her. | 
Brut. So; I truſt thy Virtue: Ln 
And by the Gods l thank thee for the Conqueſt, 
Once more, with all the Bleſſings I can give thee, 
I take thee to my Arms; thus on my Breaſt, 
The hard and rugged Pillow of thy Honour. 
] wean thee from thy Love: Farewel; be faſt 
To what thou'ſt ſworn, and I am thine for ever. [Exir. 
Tit. ſolus. To what thou'ſt ſworn! Oh Heav'n and Earth 
What have I ſworn? to part withTeraminta? (what's that? = 
To part with ſomething dearer to my Heart 14 
Than my Life's Drops? What! not this Night enjoy her? 
Renounce my Vows, the Rights, the Dues of Marriage, i 
Which now | gave her, and the Prieſt was witneſs, | A 
Bleſs d with a Flood that ſtream'd from both our Eyes, Ke 
And ſeal'd with Sighs, and Smiles, and deathleſs Kiſſes: 1 
Yet after this to ſwear thou wilt not touch her ! 
Oh, all the Gods, I did forſwear my felt 
In ſwearing that, and will forſwear again : 
Not touch her! O thou perjur'd Braggard, where, 8 
Where are thy Vaunts, thy Proteſtations nov ? i Fit 
. Enter Teraminta. þ 


She comes to ſtrike thy ſtaggering Duty down: | 3 

*Tis fall'n, tis gone. Oh Ieraminta, come, 1 

Come to my Arms thou only Joy of Titus, 8 * 
Huſh to my Cares thou Maſs of hoarded Sweets, 1 
Selected Hour of all Life's happy Moments; j #| 
What ſhall lfay to thee? | | 1 6 


Ter. Say any thing; 
For while you ſpcak, methinks a ſudden Calm, 
In ſpite of all the Horror that ſurrounds me, 


Falls 


26 Lucius Junius Brutus; 


Falls upon every frighted Faculty, 
And puts my Soul in Fune. O Iitus, oh! 
Methinks my Spirit ſhivers in her Houſe, 


Shrugging, as if ſhe long' d to be at reſt; 


With this Foreſight to die thus in your Arms, 
Were to prevent a World of following 11s. 


Tit. What Ills, my Love? What Power has Fortuse 
But we can brave? *Tis true, my Teraminta, (now 


The Body of the World is out of Frame, 

The vaſt diſtorted Limbsare on the Rack, 

And all the Cable Sinews ſtretch'd to burſting. 

The Blood fer ments, and the majeſt ick Spirits, 

Like Hercules in the invenom'd Shirt, 

Lie in a Fever on the horrid Pilc :. 

My Father, like an Eſculupius 

Sent by the Gods, comes boldly to the Cure; 

But how, my Love? By violent Remedies: 

And ſays that Rome, e er yet ſhe can be well, 

Muſt purge and caſt, purge all th' infected Humours 

Through the whole Maſe, and vaſtly, vaſtly bleed. 
Ter. Ah, Titus! | my ſelf but now beheld 


Th' Expulſion of the Queen, driv'n fiom her Palace, 


By the enrag'd and madding Multitude, 
And hardly *icap'd my ſelf to find you here. 

Tt. Why yet, my Teraminta, we may ſmile. . 
Come then to Bed, e er yet the Night ene | 
With her black Wings to brood o'er allthe World. 
Why, what care we? Let us enjoy thoſe Plcatures - 
The Gods have giv'n; lock'd incachother's Arms 


well lie for ever thus, and laugh at Fate. 8 
ITer. No, no, my Lord. there's more than you have nam'd, 


There's ſomething at your Heart that I mult find; 
claim it with the Privilege of a Wife: | 
Keep cloſe your Joys; but for your Griefs, my Titus, 
I'muſt not, willnot loſe my Share in them. 


Ah, the good Gods, what is it ſtirs you thus? 


Speak, ſpeak, my Lord, orTeraminta dies. 
Oh Heav'ns, he weeps ! nay, then upon my Ences. 


I thus conjure you ſpeak, or give me Death. 


Dit. Riſe, Ieraminta. Oh, it 1 ftould ipeak 


What 


AA was D..o coi 8 


Father of his Country. 


What I have raſhly ſworn againſt my Love, 
I fear that 1 ſhould give thee Death indeed. 
Ter. Againſt your Love! no, that's impoſſible; 


27 


I know your God-like Truth: Nay, ſhould you ſwear, 


Swear to me now that you tor{wore your Love, 
1 would not credit it. No, no, my Lord, 
I fee, I know, I read it in your Eyes, 
You love the wretched Teraminta ſtill: 
The very manner of your hiding it, 
The Tears you ſhed, your Backwardnels to {peak 
What you athrm you {wore againit your Love. 
Tell me, my Lord, you love mc more than ever. 

Tit. By all the Gods | do : Oh eraminta, 
My Heart's Diſcerner, whither wilt thou drive me ? 
li tell thee then. My Father wrought me up, 
I know not how, to iwear | know not what, 
That I would ſend thee hence with Tullia, 
Swear not to touch thee, tho'my Wife; yet, oh! 
Hadſt thou been by thy felt, and but beheld him, 
Thou wouldſt have thought, ſuch was his Majeſty, 
That the Gods lightned from his awtul Eyes, 
And thunder'd from his Tongue. 

Ter. No more, my Lord: - 

I do conjure you by all thoſe Powers 
Which we invok'd together at the Altar. 
And beg you by the Love | know you bear me, 
To let this Paſſion trouble you no farther ; | 


No, my dear Lord, my honour'd God-like Husband, 


Jam your Wife, and one that ſeeks your Honour: 

By Heav'n I would have ſworn you thus my ſelf. 

What, on the Shock of Empire, on the Turn 

Of State, and univer ſal Change of Things, 

To lie at home, and languiſh for a Woman! 

No, Titus, he that makes himſelf thus vile, 

Let him not dare pretend to ought that's Princely; 

But be, as all the warlike World ſhall judge him, 

The Droll o th' People, and the Scorn of Kings. 
; Enter Horatius, 


Hor. My Lord, your Father gives you thus in Charge, 


Remember what you ſwore: The Guard is ready; 


And 


— - 2 
. 63 4 
= Ag” — — — 


* 


ar 


* * - E * b 
dt oe Iu 5 Ys. 2 Ree 


. " 
Ing” SEE | * kr Tg” eter I oi, * 
IF. os ee Ivins. * = 


28 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
And Tam order d to conduct your Bride, 
While you attend your Father. 
Tit. Oh ſeraminta! 
Then we muſt part. 
Ter. We muit, we muſt, my Lord, 
Therefore be {wift, and ſnatch your ſelf away, 
Or ſhalldie with lingring. 
Tir. Oh, a Kiſs, 
Balmy as Cordials that recover Souls, 
Chaſte as Maids Sighs, and keen as longing Mothers. 
Preſerve thy iclf; look well to that, my Love; 
Think onour Covenant : When cither dies, 
The other is no more. | 
Ter: Ido remember, 
But have no Language left. 3 
Tit. Vet we ſhall meet, IG 
In ſpite of Sighs we ſhall, atleaft in Heav'n. 
Oh Teraminta, once more to my Heart, 
Once to my Lips, and ever to my Soul. 
Thus the ſoft Mother, tho' ker Babe is dead, 
Will have the Darling on her Boſom laid, 
Will talk, and rave, and with the Nurſes ſtrive, 
And fond it ſtill, as if it were alive; 
Knowsit muſt go, yet ſtruggles with the Croud, 
And ſhrieks to 2 em wrap it in the Shroud. Eæxeunt. 
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 Collatinus, Tiberius, Vitellius, £quilius. 


Coll. T H' Expulſion of the Tarquinsnow muſt ſtand; 
Their Camp to be ſurpriz d, while Tarquin here 
Was ſcolded from our Walls! I bluſn to think 
That ſuch a Maſter in the Art of War 
Should ſo forget himſelf. 
Vit. Triumphant Brutus, 5 

Like Fove when follow'd bya Train of Gods, 
Jo mingle with the Fates, and doom the World, | 

PE | | Aſcends 


Father of his Country. 29 


Aſcends the Brazen Steps o' th' Capitol, 
With all the humming Senate at his Heels 
Ev'n in that Capitol which the King built 
With the Expence of all the Royal Treaſure : 
Ungrateful Brutus there in Pomp appears, 
And ſits the Purple Judge of Tarquia's Downfal. 
Aquil. But why, my Lord, why are not you there too? 
Were you not choſen Coniul by whole Rome? 
Why are you not ſaluted too like him? | 
Where are your Lictors? Where your Rods and Axes ? 
Or arg you but the Ape, the mimic God 
Of this new Thunderer, who appropriates 
Thoſe Bolts of Power whichought to be divided ? 
II. Now by the Gods I hate his upſtart Pride, 
His Rebel Thoughts of the Imperial Race, 
His abject Soul x a ſtoops to court the Vulgar, _ 
His Scorn of Princes, and his Luſt to th People. 4 | 
O Collatine, have you not Eyes to find him? : 75 
Why are you rais'd, but to ſet off his Honours? 61 
A Taper by the Sun, whole ſickly Beams | | 4 
Are iwallow'din the Blaze of his full Glory: 
He, like a Meteor, wadesth' Abyls of Light, 
While your faint Luſtre adds but to the Beard . | 
That awes the World. When late through Rome he paſs d 
Fix'd on his Courſer, mar Kd you how he bow'd 
On this, on that ſide, to the gazing Heads | 
That pav'd the Streets, and Ki imboſs d the Windows 3 
That gap'd with Eagerneſs to ſpeak, but could not, 
So faſt their Spirits How'd to Admiration, 
And that to Joy, which thus at laſt broke forth: 
Brutus, God Brutus, Father of thy Country! 
Hail Genius, hail! Diliverer of loſt Rome! | 
Shield of the Commonwealth, and Sword of Juſtice! 
Hail, Scourge of Tyrants, Laſh for lawleſs 88 3. 
All hail, they cry'd, while the long Peal of Praiſes, 
Tormented with a thouſand ecchoing Cries, | 
Ran like the Volly of the Gods along. bbrance. 
Coll. No more on't; 1 grow lick with the Remem- 
Tib. But when you follow'd, how did their bellying Bo- 
That ventur'd from the Caſements more than halt wm 
METS Io | "a 
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30 Lucius Junius Brutus, 


To look at Brutus, nay, that ſtuck like Snails 
Upon the Walls, and from the Houles Tops 
Hung dovvn like cluſt ring Bees upon each other; 
How did they all draw back at ſight of you, 
To laze, and loll, and yawn, and reſt from Rapture! 
Are you a Man? Have you the Blood of Kings, 
And ſuffer this? 
Coll. Ha! is he not his Father? 
Tib. I grant he is. 


Conſider this, and rouſe your ſelf at home : 8 


Commend my Fire, and rail at your own Slackneſs. 
Vet more, remember but your laſt Diſgrace, 
When you propos d, with Reverence tothe Gods, 
A King of Sacrifices ſnould be choſen, | | 
And from the Conſuls, did he not oppoſe you? 
Fearing, as well he Might, your ſure Election; 
Saying, it ſmelt too much of Royalty; 
And that it might rub up the Memory 
Of thoſe that lov'd the Tyrant? Nay, yet more, 
That if the People choſe you for the Place, 
The Name of King would light upon a Tarquin; 
Of one that's doubly Royal, being deſcended 
From two great Princes that were Kings of Rome? 
Coll. But after all this, whither would'ſt thou drive? 
Tib. 1 would to Juſtice, for the Reſtauration 
Of our moſt lawful Prince: Ves, Collatine, 
] look upon my Father as a Traytor; 
I find that neither you, nor brave Aquilius, 
Nor young Vitellius, dare confide in me: 
But that you may, and firmly, to the hazard 
Of allthe World holds precious, onceagain, 
I ſay, Iook on Brutus asa Traytor ; 
No more my Father, by th immortal Gods: 
And to redeem the Time, to fix the King 
On his imperial Throne, ſome Means propoſe 
That favour of a govern d Policy, | 
Where there is ſtrength and Life to hope a Fortune. 
Not to throw all upon one deſperate Chance; 
I'll on as far as he that laughs at dying. 
- Coll, Come to my Arms: O thou ſo truly Brave, 


Thou 


Father of his Country. 


Thou may 'ſt redeem the Errors of thy Race! 
Aquilius, and Fitellius, O embrace him, . | 
And ask his Pardon, that ſo long we tear'd 
To truſt do rich a Virtue. But behold, e 
| Ester Brutus and Valerius. a 
Brulus appears: Young Man, be ſatisfy d. 3 
ſound thy politick Father to the bottom, 
Plotting the Aſſumption of Valerius; 
He means to caſt me from the Conſulſhip. - 
But now 1 heard how he cajol d the People - 
With his known Induſtry, and my Remiſneſs: ; 
That ſtill in all our Votes, Preſcriptions, Edi&s, 
Againſt the King, he found Iacted faintly, - 
Still cloſing every Sentence, he's a Tarquin. 
Brut. No, my Va erius, till thou art my Mate, 
Joint-Maſter in this great Authority, | | 
However calm the Face of things appears, - 
Rome is not late ; By the majeltick Gods | | | 
Iiwear, while Collatine ſits at the Helm, ; ks 912 
Auniverſal Wrack is to be fear ii | | 
I have Intelligence of his Tranſactions, eg Fi 
He A with the young hot Blood of Rome, 5 1 
'Gnaws himſelf inward, grudges my Applauſe, _ | $5 
Promotes Cabals with higheſt Quality, | | tbe 
Such headlong Youth as ſpurning Laws and Manners 
Fhar d in the late Debaucheries of Setus, 1 
And therefore wiſh the Tyrant here again. 
As the inverted Seaſons ſhock wiſe Men, 
And the moſt fx d Philoſophy muſt art 
At ſultry Winters, and at froſty Summers: 
So at this moſt unnatural ſtillneſs here, 
This more than midnight Silence through all Ron 
This deadneſs of Diſcourſe, and dreadful Calm 
Upon ſo great a Change, I more admire, 
Than if a hundred politick Heads were met, 
And nodded Mutiny to one another; 
More Fear than if a thouſand lying Libels , _ 
Were ſpread abroad, nay, dropt among the Senate. 
Val. J have my ſelf employ da buſy Slave, _ 
His Name Vinditius, giv'n 5 Wealth and Freedom, 
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32 Lucius Juntus Brutus, 
To watch the Motions of Virellins, 
And thoſe of the AMuilian Family: 
n = —_ entertain'd him ; N 
And ſomething t enee important may be gather d: 
For theſe of alihe Vouth of _ 5 
Are moſt inclin'd to Tarquin and his Race, 
By Blood and Humour. 

Brut. Oh, Valerius! 4 | 
That Boy, obſerv'ſt thou? Oh, I fear, my Friend, 
He is a Weed, tho'rooted in my Heart, 
And grafted to my Stock, if he prove rank, 
By Mars no more but thus, away with him: 
rl tear him from me, tho the Blood ſhould follow. 
Tiberius. | 

Tib. My Lord! 

Brut. Sirrah, no more of that Vitellins; 
I warn'd you too of young Aquilius: 
Are my Words Wind, that thus you let em paſs ? 
Haſt thou forgot thy Father? 

Tib. No, my Lord? bad He a 

Brut. Thou ly ſt. Buttho' thou ſcape a Father's Rod, | 

The Conſul's Ax may reach thee : think on that. | 


I know thy Vanity, and blind Ambition; 8 f 
Thou doſt aſſociate with my Enemies: 
When I refus d the Conſul Collatine | [ 


To be the King of Sacrifices, ſtrait, ä ( 
As if thou hadſt been ſworn his Boſom Fool, 
He nam'd thee for the Office: and ſince that, 


1 Since I refus d thy Madneſs thy Preferment, | © 
5 Becauſe I would have none of Brutus Blood 5 T 
Pretend to bea King, thou hang'ſt thy Head, 1 
Contrivꝰſt to give thy Father new Diſpleaſure; T 

As if imperial Toil were not enough 
To break my Heart without thy Diſobedience. N 


i hut by the Majeſty of Rome I wear, 
T7720 It after double Warning thou deſpiſe me, | A 
By all the Gods, Vil caſt thee from my Blood, | _ 
Doom thee to Forks and Whips as a 8arbarian, f 
And leave thee to the Laſhes of the Li or. 
Tarquinu, Collatinus, you are ſummon d 5 4 
| ia 


Father of his Country. 33 


To meet the Senate on the inſtant Time. 

Coll. Lead on: my Duty is to follow Brutus. 
| | [ Ex. Brut. Val. 

Tib. Now, by thoſe Gods with which he menac'd me, 

I here put off all Nature; fince he turn'd me 

Thus deſperate to the World, I do renounce him : 

And when we meet again he is my Foe. 

All Blood, all Reverence, Fondneſs be forgot: 

Like a grown Savage on the common wild, 

That runs at all. ng cares not who begot him, 

I' meet my Lion Sire, and roar Pehance, 

As if he ne er had nurs'd me in his Den. | | 

Enter Vindicius, with the People, andtwo Fecialian Prieſts, 
crowu d with Laurel: two Spears in their Hands, one bloo- 
dy and half burnt. x 


Vin. Make way there, hey, News from the Tyrant; 
here come Envoys, Heralds, Ambaſſadors, whether in 


the Gods Name or in the Devils, I know not, but here 
they come, your Fecialian Prieſts: Well, good People, 
I like not theſe Prighs; why, what the Devil have they 
to do with State Affairs? What tide ſoever they are for, 
They'll have Heaven for their Part T'ilwarrant you: They'll 
lug the Gods in whether they will or no. 
1 Pri. Hear, Jupiter; and thou, O Juno, hear; 
Hear, O Quirinus, hear us all you Gods, 
Celeſtial, Terreſtrial, and Infernal. 
2 Pri. Be thou, O Rome, our judge: Hear all you Peaple. 
Vin. Fine canting Rogues | I told you how they'd be 


hooking the Gods in at firſt daſh: Why, the Gods are their 


Tools and Tackle; they work with Heav'n an Hell; and 


Trade on't. | 

1 Pri. I come Ambaſſador tothee, O Rome, 
Sacred and Juſt, the Legate of the King. 

2 Pri. If we demand, or purpole to require, 
A Stone from Rome that contrary to Juſtice, 
May we be ever baniſh'd from our Country, 
And never hope to taſte this vital Air. | 
Tib. Vinditius, lead the Multitude away; 
Auilius, with Vitellins, — my ſelf, 

| D 2 


let me tell you, as Things go, your Prieſts have a hopeful 


Will 


It Lucius Junius Brutus, 
Will ſtrait conduct em to the Capitol. oo 


Vin. I go, my Lord; but have a care of em: Sly Rogues, 


Fwarrant em. Mark that firſt Prieſt; do you {ec how he 
lesrs ? A lying Elder; the true Caſt of a Holy Jugler. 
Come, my Maſters, I would think well of a Prieſt, but 
that he his a Commiſſion to diſſemble: A Patent Hypo- 
crite, that takes Pay to forge Lyes by Law, and lives by 
the Sins of tlie People. : [ Exernt with people. 


Aquil. My Life upon't, you may ſpeak out, and freely 3. 


Tiberius is the Heart of our Deſign. 


1 Pri, The Gods be prais d. Thus then; the King 


commends 
Yourgencrous Reſolves, longs tobe with you, 
And tho'e you have engag'd, divides his Heart 
Among't you; which more clearly will be ſeen 
When you have read theſc Packets: As we go, 


LI ſpread the Boſom of the King before you. [Exeunt. | 


SCENE H. The Senate. 


Brus. Patricians, that long ſtood, and ſcap'd the Ty- 
The venerable Moulds of your Forefathers, (rant, 


That repreſent the Wiſdom of the Dead; 

And you the Conſeript choſen for the People, 
Engines of Pow 'r, ſevereſt Counſellors, 

Courts that examines Treaſons to the Head: 

All hail. The Conſul begs th' auſpicious Gods, 
And binds Quirinus by his tutelar Vow, 

That Plenty, Peace, and laſting Liberty 

May be your Portion, and the Lot of Rome. | 
Laws, Rules, and Bounds, preſcrib'd for raging Kings, 
Like Banks and Bulwarks for the Mother Seas, wy 
Tho' tis impoſſible they ſhould prevent 
Athouſand daily Wrecks and nightly Ruins, 

vet help to break thoſe rowling Inundations, 
Which elſe would overflow and drown the World. 
JTnarquin, to feed whoſe fathomleſs Ambition 
And Ocean Luxury, the nobleſt Veins 

Of all true Romans were like Rivers empty'd, 

Is cut from Rome, and no he flows full on: 


Tet, 


„ . oe Yeo OY WIN ENTS 


Father of his Country. 35 


Vet, Fathers, ought we much to fear his Ebb, 
And ſtrictly watch the Dams that we have rais d. 
Why ſhould I go about? The Roman People 

All, with one Voice, accuſe my fellow Conſul. 

Coll. The People may; I hope the Nobles will not. 
The People! Brutus does indulge the People. 

Brut. Conſul, in what is right I will indulge em: 
And much I think tis better ſo to do, : 
Than ſee em run in Tumults through the Streets, 
Forming Cabals, plotting 2 the Senate, 
Shutting their Shops, and flying from the Town, 
As if the Gods had ſent the Plague among em. 

I knov too well, you and your Royal Tribe 

Scorn the good People, ſcorn the late Election, 

Becauſe we choſe theſe Fathers for the People, 

Io fill the Place of thoſe whom Tarquin murder'd: 

And tho' you laugh at this, you and your Train, 

The irreligious harebrain'd youth of Rome, 

The Ignorant, the Slothful, and the Baſo; 

Yet wile Men know, tis very rare.y ſeen, 

That a free People ſhou'd deſire the Hurt 

Ot common Liberty. No, Collatine, 

For thoſe Deſires ariſe from their Oppreſſion, 

Or from Suſpicion they are falling to it: 

But put the Caſe that thoſe their Fears were falſc, 

Ways may be found to rectify their Errors; 

For grant the People ignorant of themſelves, 

Vet they are capable of being told, 

And will conceive a Truth from worthy Men: 

From you they will not, nor from your Adherents, 

Rome s infamous and execrable Y outh, _ | 

Foes to Religion and the Commonwealth, 

To Virtue, Learning, and ali ſober Arts 

That bring Renown:nd Profit to Mankind; 

Such as had rather bleed beneath a Tyrant 

To become dread ful to the Populace, 

To ſpread their Luſts and Diſſoluteneſs round, 

Tho? at the daily Hazard of their Lives, 

Than live at Peace ina free Government, 

Where every Man is Maſter of lis own, | 
D3 Sole 
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385 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
Sole Lord at home, and Monarch of his Houſe; = 
Where Rancor and Ambition are extinguiſh'd ; 
Where univerſal Peace extends her Wings, 

As if the Golden Age return'd; where Ki | 
The People do agree, and live {ecure; | 
The Nobles and the Princes loy'd and reverenc'd, 

The World in Triumph, and the Gods ador d. 

Coll. The Conſul, 6 Fathers, ſay the People, 
For divers Reaſons, grudge the Dignity, 
Which I poſleſs'dby general Approbation: 1 
I hear their Murmurs, and would know-of Brutus 

What they would have me do; what's their Defire. 

Brut. Take hencethe.Royal Name, reſign thy Office; 

Goas a Friend, and of thy own accord, 

Leſt thoube forc d to what may ſeem thy Will: 

The City renders thee What is th Re, 

With vaſt Increaſe, ſo thourefolveto go 
For till the Name, the Race Sl Famit? 5 
Of Tarquin be remov d, Rome is not fre. 

Coll. Brutus, Lyield my Office to Valerius, 

Hoping, when Rome has try d my Faith by Exile, 

She will recal me: So the Gods preſerve you. [Exit 

Brut. Welcome, Publicola, true Son of Rome; 

On ſucha Pilot in the rougheſt Storm 
She may ſecurely ſleep, and reſt her Cares. 
Enter Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, an# the Pries. 

1 Pri. Hcar Jupiter, Quirinus all you Gods. 
Thou Father, judge, commiſſion'd for the Meſſage, 
Pater Patratu: for the Embaſſy, „ 
And ſacred Oaths which I muſt fwear for Truth; 
Doſt then commiſſion me to ſeal the Peace, 

If Peace they chuſe; or hvrlthis bloody Spear 
Half burnt in Fire, if they enforce a War? 

2 Pri. Speak to the Senate, and the Alban People, 
The Words of Tarquin : This is your Commiſſion. 

1 Pri. The King, to ſhew he has more Moderation 
Than thoſe that drove him from hislawful Empire, 
Demands but Reſtitution of his own, = 
His Royal Houſhold-ſtuft; Imperial Treaſure, 

His Gold, his Jewels; and his proper State 


1 
——_— 


Father of his Country. 
To be tranſported where he now reſides: 
I wear that this is ail the King requires; 
Behold his Signet {ct upon the Wax, 
"Tis ſeal d and written in theſe ſacred Tables. 
To this I ſwear; and as my Oath is juſt, 
Sincere, and punctual, without all Deceit, 
May Jupiter and all the Gods reward me: 
But if Lact, or other wiſe imagine, 
Think, or deſign, that what There have ſworn, 
All you the 4 ban People being ſafe, 
Safe in your . Temple es, Sepulchres, 
Safe in your Laws, and proper Houſhold Gods, 
Let me alone be ſtruck, fall, periſh, die, 
As now this Pop fall-from my Hand to Earth. 
Brut. The Things you ask, being very controverſial, | 
Reouire ſome Time. Should we deny the Tyrant 
What was his own, twould ſeem aſt; ange Injultice, 
Tho he had never reign d in Rame; y<t, Tather "as 
If we conſent to Viele to his Demand, 1 
We give him then full Power to make a War. 
Tis known to you, the Fecialian Prieſts, 
No Act of Senate after Sun- ſet ſtands z 
Therefore your Offers being of groat Mo >ment, 
We ſhall defer your Bus/neſstill the; Morn; 
With whoſe fir ſt Dawn we ſummon all the Fathers 
To give th Affair Pi patch: So Ive protect. | 
Guard, and defend the Commonwealth o Reme. 1 Eaeunte 
Mancnat Tiberius, Arran. Vucllius, Prie ys 
Tib. Now tathe Garden, w herePli bring my Brothe 
Fcar not, my Lord; we have the Means t ta work him: 
It cannot fail. 
1 Pri. And you Vite Une haſte 
With good Agui/irs, ſpread the Newsthro' Rome, <- 
Toallef Roys al Spirit, molt to thoſe | 
' Young Noblemen that us'd to range with Sexius: 
Per ſuade a Reſtitution of the King, [2 
Give'em the Hint ta let him in by Night, 
And join their Forces with th Imperial Troops, 
For tis a Shove, a Puſh of Fate muſt bear it: 
For yqu, the Hearts and Souls of Enter prize, 


n 


— 


z$ Lucius Junius Brutus, 


I need not urge a Reaſon after this: 

What good can come of ſuch a Government, 
Where tho'two Conſuls, wiſe and able Perſons 
As are throughout the World, lit at the Helm, 

A very Trifle cannot be re{olv'd ; 

A Trick, a Start, a Shadow of a Buſineſs, 

That would receive Diſpatch in half a Minute, 
Were the Authority but rightly plac'd 

In Rome's moſt lawfu' King? But now no more; 
The Fecialian Garden is the Place, 

Where more of our ſworn Function will be ready 


To help the Royal Plot: Diſperſe, and proſper. 
SCEN E II. The Fecialian Garden. 


Titus ſolus. 


Tit. She's gone, and I ſhall never ſee her more 
Gone to the Camp, to the harſh Trade of War, 
Driven from thy Bed, juſt warm within thy Breaſt, 
Torn from her Harbour by thy Father's Hand, 
Perhaps to ſtarve upon the barren Plain. 

Thy Virgin Wife, the very Bluſhof Maids, 

The ſofteſt Boſom, ſweet, and not enjoy d: 

O the Immortal Gods! And as ſhe went, 

Howe'er ſhe ſeem'd to bear our Parting well, 
Methoughts ſhe mix d her Melting with Diſdain, 

A Caſt of Anger through her ſhimng Tears: 

So to abuſe her Hopes, and blaſt her Wiſhes, 

By making her my Bride, but nota Woman 


Enter Tiberius, Aquillius, Vitellius, and r with Te- 


raminta. 


Tib. See where he ſtands, drown'd in his Melancholy. 
1 Pri. Madam, you know the Pleaſure of the Queen: 
And what the Royal Tullia did command, 
I've (worn to execute. 
Ter. Iam inſtructed. 
Since then my Life's at Stake; younced not doubt 


But 1 will act with all the Force I can: 
Let me intreat you leave me here alone 


Sema 


Father of his Country. 5 5 


Some Minutes, and I'll call you to the Conqueſt. 
| [ Ex. Tib. Aquil. Vitel. Pri. 
Tit. Chuſe then the gloomieſt Place through all the 


Throw thy abandan'd Bod» on the Ground, (Grove, 


With thy bare Breaſt lie wedded to the Dew 

Then, as thou drink'ſt the Tears that trickle from thee, 

So {treich'drefolve to lie till Death ſſ all ſcize thee; * 

Thy ſorrowtfu Head hurg o'er ſome tumbling Stream, 
To rock tlry Griefs with melan holy Sounds, 

With broken Murmurs, and redoubled Groans, 

To he'p the gurgling of the Waters Fall. | 

Ter. Oh, 7145s, Oh, what Scene of Death is this! [ Aſide. 
Tit. Or if thy Paſſion will not be kept in, 

As in that Glaſs of Nature thou ſhalt view 

Thy ſwolndrown'd Eyes with the inverted Banks, 

The Tops of Willows, and their Bloſſoms turn'd, 

With all the under Sky ten Fathom down, 

Wiſh that the Shadow of the ſwimming Globe 

Were ſo indeed, that thou might'it leap at Fate, 

And hurl thy Fortune headlong at the Star:: 

Nay, do not bear it, turn thy watry Face 

To yon miſguided Orb, and ask the Gods 

For what bold Sin they doom the wretched Titus 
To ſuch a Loſs as that of Teraminta ? 

O Teraminta ! I willgroan thy Name, 

Till the tir'd Eccho faint with Repetition, 

Till all the breathleſs Grove and quiet Myrtles 

Shake with my Sighs, as if a Tempeſt bow'd'em. 

Nothing but Teraminta: Oh Teramiata 

Ter. Nothing but Titus: Titus and Teraminta ! 

Thus let me rob the Fountains and the Groves, 

Thus gird me to thee with the faſteſt Knot 

Of Arms and Spirits that would claſp thee through; 

Cold as thou art, and wet with Night's faln Dewys 

Yet dearer ſo, thus richly dreis'd with Sorrows, . | 

Than if the Gods had hung thee round with Kingdoms, 

Oh, Ti'us ! Oh! | 

Tit. I find thee, Teraminta, 

Wald From a fearful Dream, and hold thee faſt”: 

*Tis real, and I give thee back thy Joys, | 


Thy 


11 
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40 Lucius Junius Brutus, 


Thy boundleſs Love with Pleaſures running o er; 
Nay, as thou art, thus with thy Trappings, come, 
Leap to my Heart, and ride upon the Pants, 


Triumpbing thus, and now defy our Stars. 


But, oh, why do we loſe this precious Moment! 
The Bliis may yet be barr'd if we delay, 
As'twas before. Come to thy Husband's Bed; 
I wil not think this true tillthere I hold thee, 
Lock'd in my Arms. Leave this contagious Air, 
There will be time for Talk how thou cam'ſt hither, 
When we have been beforchand with the Gods: 
Tillthen WW | 
Ter. Oh, Titus, you muſt hear me firſt. 
bring a Meſſage from the furious Queen : 
I promiſed, nay, ſhe ſwore me not to touch you, 
Till I had charm'd you to the Part of Tarquin. 
Tit. Ha, Teraminta\ Not to touch thy Husband 
Unleſs he provea Villain? 5 
Ter. Titus, no: | 
IT m ſworn to tell you that you are a Traytor, 
If you refuſe to — the Royal Cauſe. 
Tit. Hold, Teraminta. 
Tier. No, my Lord; tis plain, 
And I am ſworn to lay my Reaſons home. 
Roue then, awake, recal your ſlecping Virtue, 
Side with the King, and arm againſt your Father; 
Take part with thoſe that loyally have ſworn 
To let him in by Night: Vitellius, 
uilius, and your Brother wait without; 
Therefore I charge you haſte, ſubſcribe your Name, 
And ſend your vow d Obedience to the King. 
"Tis Teraminta that intreats youthus, 
Charms, and conjures you: tell the Royal Heralds 
Toublll head their Enterprize; and then, my Lord, 
My Love, my noble Husband, I'll obey you, 
And follow to your Bed. | 
Tit. Never, I ſwear. 
Oh, Teraminta, thou haſt broke my Heart; 
By all the Gods, from thee this was too much. 
Farewel, and take this with thee. For thy fake 


Father of his Country. 41 
I will not fight againſt the King, nor for him. 
ITI ly my Father, Brother, Friends for ever; 
Forſake the Haunts of Men; converſe no more 
With ought that's human; dwell will endleſs Darkneſs: 
For ſince the ſight of thee is now unwelcome, 
What has the World beſides that I can bear? 
Ter. Comeback, my Lord, By thoſe immortal Pow'rs 
Younow invok d, I'll fix you in this Virtue. 
Your Teraminta did but try how ſtrong 
Your Honour ſtood; and now ſhe finds it laſting, 
Will die to root youin this ſolid Glory. | 
Les, Tits, tho the Queen has ſwore to end me, 
Tho both the Fecialians have Commiſſion | 
To ſtab me in your Preſence, if not wrought 
To ſerve the King, yet by the Gods I charge you 
Keeptothe Point your Conſtancy has gain'd. 
Tarquin, altho my Father, is a Tyrant, 
A bloody, black Uſurper; ſo I beg you 
Een in my Death to view him. 
Tit. Oh, you Gods! | 
Ter. Vet guilty as he is, if you behold him 
Hereafter with his Wounds upon the Earth, 
Titus, for my ſake, for poor Teraminta, 
Who rather dy'd than you ſhou'd loſe your Honour, 
Do not you ſtrike him, do not dip your Sword 
In Tarquin's Blood, becauſe he was my Father. 
Tit. No, Teraminta, no; by all the Gods 
I will de fend him, een againſt my Father. 
See, lee, my Love, behold the Flight I take: 
What all the Charms of thy expected Bed | 
Could not once move my Soul to think of acting, 
Thy Tears and menac'd Death, by which thou ſtriv'ſt 
Jo fix me to the Principles of Glory, 
Have wrought me off. Yes, yes, you cruel Gods, 
Let the eternal Bolts that bind this Frame 
Start from their Order: ſince you puſh me thus, 
Een to the Margin of this wide Deſpair, 
Behold I plunge at once in this Diſhonour, 
Where there is neither Shore, nor hope of Heay'n, 
No floating Mark through all the diſmial Vaſt; 1 
re 
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"Tis rockleſs too, no Cliff to clamber up, 
To gaze about and pauſe upon the Ruin. 


Ter. Is then your purpos d Honour come to 0 this? 0 


What now, my Lord? 
Ni. Thy Death, thy Death, my Love: 
II think on that, and laugh at all the Gods. 
Glory, Blood, Nature, Ties of r | 
The Dues of Birth, Reſpect of Parents, all, 
All are as this, the Air I . before me. 
What hoa ! Vitellius, and Aquilius, come, 
And you the Fecialian Herald haſte, 171 
I'm ready for the Leap, Il take it with you, 
Tho deep as to the Fiends. 
Ter. Thus hear me, Titus. 
Tit. Off from my Knees, away, 


N. 
What on this Theme, thy Death? Nay, ſtabb'd before me? 


Enter Prieſts, with Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius. 
Speak not; I will not know thee on this Subject, 
But puſh thee from my Heart, with all Perſuaſions 
That now are loſt upon me. O Tiberius, 

Aquilius, and Vitellius, welcome, welcome; 
Tlhoin y ou in the Conjuration, come: 
Iam as free as he that dares be foremoſt. 

Ter. My Lord, my Husband. 

Tit. Take this Woman from me. 
Nay, look you, Sirs, Tam not yet fo gone, 
So E neither in his damn d Been. 
To quench this horrid Thirſt with — Blood: 
No, by th' Eternal Gods I bar you that; 
My Father ſhall not bleed. 

Tib. You could not think 
| YourBrother {ure ſo monſtrous in his Kind, 
As notto make our Father's Life his Care. 


Tir. Thus then, my Lords, I lift my felt among y you, 


And with my Stile in ſhort ſubſcribe my felt | 
The Servant to the King; my Words are theſe; 

* Titus tothe King: | 

Sir, you need only know my Brother's Mind 

© To Judge: of me, who am relolv'd to ſerve you: 
1 Pri, Tis full enough. | 


Tit; 
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Tie. Then leave me to the Hire | 
[Ex.Tib. A ail. Vit. fr Fries 
Of this hard Labour, to the dear- youg t Prize, 
Whoſe Life I purchas'd withmy Loſs of Honour: 
Come to my Breaſts thou Flower, 
Brim full of Rain, and ſtick upon my Heart. 
O ſhort-liv'd Roſe! Vet Iſome Hours will wear thee : 
Yes, by the Gods I' ſmell thee till I languiſh, 
Rifle thy Sweets, and run thee o'er and o'er, 
Fall like the Night upon thy folding Beauties, 
And claip thee Gad Then, e the Morning Sun; 
With a new Heart kiſs thee to Life again, 
And make the Pleaſure equal to the Pain. [Exeunkt 
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AT - n SCENE 1. 
Tiberius, Vitellius. 


Tis. Ark, are we not purſu'd ? 
Vit. No; tis the Tread 

Of our own Friends that follow in the Dark. 

_ Tib. What's now the time? 

Vit. Juſt dead of Night, 
And'tis the blackeſt thate'er mask d a Murder; 

Jb. It likes me better; for I love the Scoul, 
The grimmeſt Lowre of Fate on ſuch a Deed; 
I would have all the Charnel-houſes yawn, _ 
The duſty Urns, and monumental Bones, 
Remov'd, to make our Maſſacre a Tomb. 
Hark! Who was that that hollow'd Fire? 
Pit. A Slave 
That ſnores i' th? Hall, and bellows in his Sleep, 
And cries, the Capitol's o Fi Ire, 

Tib. I would it were, 
And Tarquin at the Gates: rwoüldbe £ Blaze; 
A Beacon fit to light a King of Blood, h 
That vows at once the Slaughter of the World: 
Down with Weir Temple, 2. em 9a We ; 


Why 


44. Cucius Junius Brutus, 


What ſhould they do with Houſes for the Gods, 
Fat Fools, the lazy Magiſtrates of Rome, | 
Wiſe Citizens, the politick Heads o'th* People, 
That preach Rebellion to the Multitude ? 
, Why, let'em off, and rowl into their Graves: 
4 I long to be at Work. See, good Aquilius, 
Trebonius too, Servilius and Minutins, | 
Pomponius hail; Nay, now you may unmask, 
Brow-beat the Fates, and ſay they are your Slaves. | 
Aqu. What are thoſe Bodies for? | g 
Tib. A Sacrifice. | N 
Theſe were two very buſy Commonwealths-Men, 
That, e er the King wasbaniſh'd by the Senate, 
Firſt ſet the Plot on foot in publick Meetings; 
3 That would be holding forth, 'twas poſſible | 
That Kings themſelves might err, and were but Men, 
The People were no Beaſts for Sacrifice; 
Then jogg d his Brother, this cramm'd Stateſman here, 
The bolder Rogue, whomev'n with open Mouth 
I heard once belch Sedition from a Stall. 
Go, bear him to the Prieſts; he is a Victim 
That comes as wiſh'd for them, the Cooks of Heav'n, 
And they will carve this Brawn of fat Rebellion, 
As if he were a Diſh the Gods might feed on. 

Vin. (From à Windiw ) Oh, the Gods! Oh the Gods! 
What will they do with him? O theſe Prieſts, Rogues, 
Cut-throats! a Diſh: for the Gods, but the Devil's Cooks 
to dreſs him. 3506-4 | 

= _Tib. Thus then. The Fecialians have ſet down „ 

A Platform, copy d from the King's Deſign: bn 

The Pandane, or the Romulide, the Roman, 
Carmental and Faniculan Ports of Rome, ] 
The Circ, the Capitol, and Sublician Bridge, SY =) 
Muſt all be ſeiz/d'by us that are within z | 1 
| 2 

C 


*Twillnot be hard in the Surprize of Night 
By us, the Conſuls Children and their Nephews, 
To kill the drowſy Guards, and keep the Holds, 
At leaſt fo long till Tarquin force his Entrance 
With all the R. yaliſts that come to join us. 
Therefore to make his broader Squadrons Way, 


* 
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. Tarquinian is deſign d to be the En | 
Of 2 moſt 8 and relclr dl Revenge. 
Aquil. The firſt decreed in this great Execution, 
Is here ſet down, your Father and Valerius. 
Tib. That's as the King ſhall pleaſe; but for Valerius, 
I'll take my ſelf the Honour of his Head, 
And ear it on my Spear. The Senate all 
Without Exception ſhall be ſacrific'd: 
And thoſe that are the mutinous Heads o' th' People, 
Whom I have mark d to be the Soldiers Spoil, 
For Plunder muſt be giv'n; and who ſo fit 
As thoſe notorious Limbs, your Commonwealths men? 
Their Daughters tobe raviſh'd, and their Sons 15 
Quarter'd like Brutes upon the common Shambles. 
Jit. Now for the Letters, which the Fecialians 
Requires us all to ſign, and ſend to Tarquin, 
Who vill not elſe be apt to truſt his Heralds 
Without Credentials under every Hand; 
The Bus'ne!s being indeed of vaſt Import, 
On which the Hazard of his Life and Empire, 
As well as all our Fortunes, does depend. 
Iib. It were a Break to the whole Enterprize 
To make a Scruple in our great Affair: 
Iwill ſign firſt: and for my Brother Titus, 
Whom his new Wife detains, l have his Hand 
And Seal to ſhow, as faſt and firm as any. a ä | 3 1 
Vin. O Villany! Villany ! What would they do with me Milt 
if they ſhould catch me peeping ? Knock out my Brains at 17 0 
leaſt; another Diſh for the Prieſts, who would make fine Wh 
Sauce of em for the Haunch of a fat Citizen 
Nö. All Hands have here ſubſcribed : and that yourHearts | 
Prove reſolute to what your Hands have giv'n, 
Behold the Meſſengers of Heav'n to bind you, 
Charms of Religion, ſacred Conjurations, 
With Sounds of Execration, Words of Horror, 
Not to diſcloſe or make leaſt Signs or Show 
Of what you have both heard, and ſeen, and ſworn 
But bear your ſelves as if it ne er had been: | 
 Swrcar by the God: celeſtial and infernal, | 
By Pluto, Mother Earth, wm by the Furies, 
h 2 
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46 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
Not to reveal, tho Racks were ſet before you, 
A Syllable of what is paſt and done. 
Hark how the offer d Brutes begin to roar ! 
O that the Hearts of all the Traitor Senate, 
And Heads of all that foul Hydra Multitude, 
Were frying with their Fat upon this Pile, 
That we might makean Off ring worthan Empire, 
And facrifice Rebellion to the King. 


The SCENE draws, ſhowing the Sacrifice ; one burning, 
and another cruci d; the 1 coming forward with 
Goblets in their Hands, filld with Human Blood. 


1 Pri. Kneel all you Heroes of this black Deſign, 
Each take his Goblet fill d with Blood and Wine; 
Swear by the Thunderer, {wear by Fove, 
Swear by the hundred Gods above, 
Swear by Dis, by Proſerpine 
Swear by the Berecynthian Queen, 
2 Pri. To keep it cloſe till Tarquin comes, 
With Trumpet Sound and Beat of Drums; 
But then to thunder forth the Deed, ; 
That Rome may bluſh, and Traitors bleed: 
Spear all. | 
All. We ſwear. | 
1 Pri. Now drink the Blood, 
To make the Conjuration . 
Tib. Methinks I feel the Slaves exalted Blood 
Warm at my Heart: O that it were the Spirits 
Of Rome's beſt Life, drawn from her grizled Fathers! 
That were a Draught indeed to quench Ambition, 
And give new Fierceneſs to the King's Revenge. 
Vin. Oh the Gods! What, burn a Man alive! O Canibals, 
Hellhounds! Eat one Man, and drink another! Well, III 
to Valerius; Brutus will not believe me, becauſe his Sons 
and Nephews are in the Buſineſs. What, drink a Man's 
Blood! Roaſt him and cat him alive! A whole Man roaſted! 
Would not an Ox ſerve the Turn? Prieſts to do this! Oh 
ye immortal Gods! For my part if this be your Worſhip 
renounce you. No, if a Man can't go to Heav'n, un- 


leſs your Prieſts eat him, and drink him, and roaſt him 


alive, 


My Body; like the Hultof ſome loſt Veſlel, 


_ Father of his Conntry: 47 44 
alive, LU be for the broad Way, and the Devil ſhalt have me 4 


at a Venture. | [Exit, ay 

OT Enter Titus: 5 . 
Tit. What ho, Tiberius! Give me back my Hand- i 

What have you done? Horrors and Midnight Murders! bn. 

The Gods, the Gods awake you to Repentance, 8 iy 

As they have me. Would'it thou believe me Brother }' © 14 

Since I deliver'd thee that fatal Scroul, jel 11 

That Writing to the King; my Heart rebelld 8 . 

| —_— it ſelt; my Thoughts were up in Arms, 5 17 

All in a Roar, like Seamen in a Storm, 8 


My Reaſon and my Faculties were wreck d, 
The Maſt, the Rudder and the Tackling gone; 


Beaten and tumbled with my rolling Fears, 
Therefore I charge thee give me back my Writing. 
Tib. What means my Brother? | 
Tit. O Tiberius, o! 
Dark as it ſeems, I tell thee that the Gods 
Look thro'a Day of Lightning on our City; 
The Heav'n's on Fire; and from the flaming Vaults 
Portentous Blood pours like a Torrent do-] n. 
There are a hundred Gods in Rome to Night, 
And every larger Spirit is abroad, 
Monuments empty d, every Urn is ſnaken 
To fright the State, and put the World in Arms: 
Juſt now | ſaw three Romans ſtand amaz d 
Before a flaming Sword, then drop'd down dead, 
My ſelf unteuch'd ; while thro' the blazing Air 
A fleeting Head, like a full-riding Mcon, 
Glanc'd by, andcry'd, Titus, lam Egeria; 
Repent, repent, or certain Death attends thee z; 
Treaſon and Tyranny ſhall not prevail: 
Kingdom ſhall be no more, Egeria lays it: 
And that vaſt Turn Imperial Fatedeſign'd,, 
I ſaw, O Iitus, on th' eternal Loom; 
Tis ripe, tis perfect, and is doom d to ſtand. 
1 ri. Fumes, Fumes; the Fantoms of an ill Digeſtion! 
The Gods are as good quiet Gods as May be, N 
r 7˙ 
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48 Lucius Junius Brutus, , 


They xe faſt aſlecp, and mean not to diſturb us, 

Unleſs your Frenzy wake em. | 
Tir. Peace, Fury, Peace, 

May the Gods doom me to the Pains of Hell, 

If Ienjoy d the Beauties that ) ſav d- 

The Horror of my Trea on ſhock'd my Joys, 
Ener vated my Pur pole, while Ilay 5 
Colder than Marble by her Virgin Side; 

As if Ihad drunk the Blood of Elephants, 

Drouſy Mandragora, or the Juice of Hemlock. ; 
1 Pri. Ilike him not; Ithink we had beſt diſpatch him... 
Tit. Nothing but l mages of Horror round me; 

Rome all in Blood, therayiſh'd Veſtals raving. 

The ſacred Fire put out; robb'd Mothers Shricks 

Deaf ning the Gods with Clamours from their Babes, 

That ſprawld aloft upon the Soldiers Spears; 

The Beard of Age pluck d off by barbarous Hands, 

While from his piteous Wounds and horrid Gaſnes 
The labouring Life flow d faſter than the Blood. | 

Enter Valerius, Vinditius, with, Guards, who ſeize all but 

the Prieſts, who ſlip away: Vinditius follows them. . 

Val. Horror upon me! What will this Night bring forth? 
Yes, you immortal Gods, ſtrike, ſtrike the Coalal | 

Since theſe are here; the Crime willlook leſs horrid 

In me, than in his Sons. Tit#s, Tiberius! 

O frem this Time let me be blind and dumb: 

gut haſte there; Mutius, fly; call hither Brutus, 
Bid him for ever leave the Down of Reſt, 

And ſleepno more: If Rome were all on Fire, 

And Tarquin in the Streets being Napghter, : 

He wou'd leſs wonder than at Iitus here. | 
Tit. Stopthere, O ſtopthat Meſlenger of Fate; 
Here, bind. Valerius, bind this Villain s Hagds, 
Tear off my Robes, put me upon the Forks, _ 

And laſn me like a Slave, till I ſhall howl 
My Soul away; or hang me on a Croſs, 
Rack mea Year within ſome horrid Dungeon; 

So deep, ſo near the Hells that I mult ſuffer, 

That I may groanmy Torments to the Damn d: 
Ido ſubmit chis Traitor, thiscurs'd Villain, 1 

: Ta 
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Father of bis Country. 


To all the Stings of moſt ingenious Horror, 

Zo thou diſpatch me e er my Father comes. 
Buc hark, | hear the Tread of fatal Brutus; 

By all the Gods, and by the lowelt Furies, 

I cannot bear his Face: Away with me; 

Or like a Whirlwind | will tear my Way, 


I care not whither. [l [Exitwith Tiberius. 


Val. Take em hence together. 
©... Enter Vinditius with the Prieſts. 

Vin. Here, here, my Lord, i have unkennell'd Two: 
Thoſe there are Raſcals made of Fleſh and Blood, 
Thoſe are but Men, but theic are the Gods Rogues. 

Val. Go, good Finditius, haſte, and ſtop the People, 
Get'em together to the Capitol; | 
Where all the Senate, with the Conſuls early, 

Will ſee ſtrict Juſtice done upon the Traitors. 


For thee the Senate ſhall decree Rewards 
Great as thy Service. Oh 
Vin. l humbly thank your Lordſhip. 
Why, what, they'll make me a Senator at leaſt, 
And then a Conſul; O th immortal Gods! a 
My Lord, I go To have the Rods and Axes carry d 
before me, and a long purple Gown trailing behind my 
honourable Hcels: Well, am made for ever. Exit. 
Enter Brutus, attended 
Brut. O, my Valerius, are theſe Horrors true? 
Haſt thou, O Gods! this Night embowell'd me? 
Ranſack d thy Brutus: Veins, thy Fellow Conſul, 
And found two Villains lurking in my Blood? | 
Val. Theblackeit Treaſon ha eer Darkneis brooded ; 
And who, to hatch theic Horrors for the World, 
Who to educe the Noble Youth of K ome, 
To draw em to ſo damn'da Conjuration, 
To bind em too by new invented Oaths, 
Religious Forms, and deviliſn Sacrifices 
A Sacrament of Blood, for which Rome ſuffer'd 
In two the worthieſt of her martyr'd Sons; 
Who to do this, but Meſſer geis from Heav/n?-- 
Thee Holy Men that ore ſo ſolemnly ö 
Nelore the Senate, call d the Gods to curſe em. 
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Fo Lucius Junius Brutus, 


If they intended ought againſt the State, - 
Or harbour'd Treaſon more than what they utter d 
Brut. Now all the Fiends and Furies thank em for it 
You Sons of Murder, that getdrunk with Blood,. 
Then ſtabat Princes, poiſon Commonwealths, 
Deſtroy whole Hecatombs of innocent Souls, 
Pile em like Bulls and Sheep upon your Altars, 
As you would imoke the Gods from out their Dwelling; 
You Shame of Earth, and Scandal of the Heav'ns; 
You deeper Fiends than any of the Furies, 
That {corn to whiſper Envy, Hate, Sedition; 
But with a Blaſt of Privilege proclaim it; 
Prieſt that are Inſtruments delign'd todamn us, 
Fit Speaking-Trumpets for the Mouth-of Hell : 
Hence with/em, Guards; ſecure 'em in the Priſon: 
Of Ancus Martius. Read the Packets ober, 
I'll bear it as I'm able, read em out. . 
Val. The Sum of the Conſpiracy to the King. 
© It ſhall begin withboth the Conſuls Deaths; 
And thenthe Senate; every Man muſt bleed, 
But thoſe that have engag'd to ſerve the King. 
ge ready therefore, Sir, to ſend your Troops 
By Twelve tomorrow Night, and come your ſelf. 
In Perſon, if you'll reaſcend the Throne: 
All that have {worn to ſerve your Majeſty, 
«. Subſcribethemſclves by Name your faithful Subjects, 
6 Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellins, 5 
Jrebonius, Servilius, Minutius, | 
LJompo ius, and your Fecialian Prieſts. Ee 
Brut. Ha, my Valerius is not Tires there? 
Val. He's here, my Lord; a Paper by it ſelf. 
© Titxs to the Rang | 
« Sir, you need only know my Brother's Mind. $ 6 
To judge of me, who am reſolv d to ſerve you. 
What do you think, my Lord? 
brut. Think, my Valerius! : 
By my Heart, I know not: . 
I'm ata Lois of Thought; and muſt acknowledge 


4a —_ a a 


The Counſels of the Gods are fatEomleſs: 
„Jay, tis che hardeſt Task perhaps of Life i 
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Father of his Country. 5 
To be aſſur d of what is Vice or Virtue: _ 
Whether when we raiſe up Temples to the Gods, | 5 
We do not then blaſpheme 'em: O, behold me, 13 
Behold the Game that lau ghing Fortune plays; fr 
Fate, or the Willof Heav'n, call't what you pleaſe, 
That marrs the beſt Deſigns that Prudence lays, 
That brings Events about perhaps to mock 
At human Reach, and ſport with Expectation. 
Conſider this, and wonder not at Brutus, 
If his Philoſophy ſeems at a ſtand 
If thou beho!d'ſt him ſhed unmanly Tears 
To ſee his Blood, his Children, his own Bowels 
Conſpire the Death of him that gave em Being. 
Val. What Heart, but yours, could bear it without 
breaking? 8 
Brut. No, my Valerius, I were a Beaſt indeed 
Not to be mov d with ſuch prodigious Sufferings; 
Yet after all I juſtify the Gods, 
And will conclude there's Reaſon ſupernatural 
That guides us through the World with vaſt Diſcretion, 
Altho' we have not Sou's to comprehend it : | | TA 
Which makes by wondrous Methods the ſame Cauſes 145 
Produce Effects, tho' of a different Nature. "I 
Since then, for Man's Inſtruction, and the Glory | | 
Of the immortal Gads, is it decreed 
There muſt be Patterns drawn of fierceſt Virtue, 
Brutus ſubmits to the eternal Doom. 
Val. May I believe there can be ſuch Perfection, 
Such a Reſolve in Man? wn 
Brut. Firſt, as I am their Father 
I pardon both of em this black Deſign: 
But as I am Rome's Conſul, Iabhor'em, 
And caſt em from my Soul with Deteſtation: 
The nearer to my Blood, the deeper grain d 
The Colour of their Fault, and they ſhall bleed, 
Yes, my Valerius, both my Sons ſhall die. 
Enter Teraminta. 
Nay, Iwill ſtand unbowell'd by the Altar, 
See ſomething dearer to me than my Entrails 


Diſplay'd before the Gods and Roman People: 


N. 
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52 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
. The Sacrifice of Juſtice and Revenge. | 

Ter. What Sacrifice, what Victims, Sir, are theſe - 
Which you intend ? O, yau eternal Powers, 

How ſhall I vent my Sorrows ! Oh, my Lord, 

Yet e'er you ſeal the Death you have delign'd, 

The Deathof all that's lovely in the World, 

Hear what the Witneſs of his Soul can ſay, 

The only Evidence that can, or dare 

Appear for your unhappy guiltleſs Son; 

The Gods command you, Virtue, Truth, and Juftice, 
Which you with ſo much Rigour have ador'd, 

Beg you would hear the wretched Teraminta. 

Brut. Ceaſe thy Laments : Tho of the Blood of Tarquin, 
Yet more, the Wife of my forgotten Son; 
Thou ſhalt be heard. | 

Ter. Have you forgot him then? | 
Have you forgot your ſelf? The Image of you, 
The very Picture of your Excellence, 

The Portraiture of all your manly Virtues, 

Your Viſage ſtampt upon him; jult thoſe Eyes, 
The moving Greatneis of em, all the Mercy, 

The ſhedding Goodneſs ; not ſo quite ſevere, 

Yet ſtill molt like: And can you then forget him? 

Brut. Will you proceed? 

Ter. My Lord, Iwill. Know then, 

After your Son, your Son that loves you more 
Than I love him, after our common Titus, 
The Wealth o' th' World, unleſs you rob em of it, 
Had long endur'd th' Aſſaults of the Rebellious, 
And it ill kept fix d to what you had enjoinꝰd him; 
T, as Fate order'd it, was ſent from Tullia, | 
With my Death menac'd, ev'n before his Eyes, 
Doom'd to be ſtabb'd before him by the Prieſts, . 
Unleſs he yielded not t' oppoſe the bog: 
Conſider, Sir; oh make it your own Caſe; 

Juſt wedded, juſt on the expected Joys, 

Warm for my Bed, and ruſſing to my Arms, 

So loving too, alas, as we did love; | 
Granted in Haſte, in Heat, in Flame of Paſſion, 
He knew not what himſelf and ſo ſubſcrib d. 


Father of his Country. . 
Zut now, Sir, now, my Lord, behold a Wonder, 
Behold a Miracle to move your Soul: 
Tho' in my Arms, juſt in the Graſps of Pleaſure, 
His noble Heart, ſtruck with the Thoughts of Brutus, 
Of what he promis'd you, till then forgot, 
Leapt in his Breaſt, and daſh'd him from Enjoyment; 
He ſhriek d, y immortal Gods, what have I done? 
No, Tera minta, let us rather periſh, 
Divide for ever with whole Seas betwixt us, 
Rather than ſin againſt ſo good a Father. | 
Tho! he before had barr'd your Life and Fortune, 
Yet would not truſt the Traitors with the Safety 
Of him he call'd the Image of the Gods. | 
Val. O Saint- like Virtue of a Roman Wife! 
O Eloquence Divine! Now all the Arts | 
Of Womens Tongue, the Rhetorick of the Gods 
Inſpire thy ſoft and tender Soul to move him. 5 
Ter. On this he rous d: Swore by the Powers Divine 
He would fetch back the Paper that he gave, 
Or leave his Life amongſt em: kept his Word, 
And came to challenge it, but, oh! too late; 
For, in the midſt of all his Piety, | 
His ſtrong Perſuaſions toa ſwift Repentance, 
His Vows to lay their horrid Treaſons open, 
His Execration of the barbarous Prieſts, 
How he abhorr'd that bloody Sacrament 
As much as you, and curs'd the Conjuration 
Vindicius came, that had before alarm'd | 
The v/iſe Falerius, who with all the Guards 
Found Titu here, beliey'd him like the reſt, 
And ſeiz d him too, as guilty of the Treaſon. ; 
Pal. But, by the Gods, my Soul does nowaquit him, 
Rieſt be thy Tongue, bleſt the auſpicious Gods 
That ſent thee, O true Pattern of Perfection! 
To plead his bleeding Cauſe. There needs no more; 
] ſee his Father's mov'd : Behold a Joy, 
A watry Comfort riſing in his Eyes, 
That ſays, Tis more than half a Heav'n to hear thee. 
Brut. Haſte, O Valerius, haſte, and ſend for Titus. 
Ter. For Titus! Oh, that is a Word too diſtant ; 
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Say, for your Son, for your beloyed Son, 
The Darling of the World, che Joy of Heay'n,  < 
The Hope of Earth, your Eyes not dearer to you, 
Your Souls beſt Wiſh, and Comfort of your Age. 
Fl . . . : 
Enter Titus with Valerius. 

Tit. Ah, Sir! Oh whither ſhall I run to hide me? 
Where ſhall I lower fall? How ſhall I lie GER 
More grovelight your View, and howl for Mercy ? 
Yet'tis ſome Comfort to my wild Deſpair, | 
Some Joy in Death, that i may kiſs your Feet, 

And {wear upon em by theſe ſtreaming Tears, 
Black as I am withall my Guilt upon me, 

I never harbour'd N 17 75 your Perſon: 
Ev'n in the height of my full- fraught Diſtractien, 
Your Life, my Lord, was ſacred; ever dear, 
And ever precious to rr Tit#s. 

Brut. Riſe, Titus: Riſe, my Son. 

Tit. Alas, I dare not; 25 
Ihave not Strength to ſee the Majeſty 
Which I have brav'd: If thus far I aſpire, 

If on your Knees | hang and vent my Groans, 
It is too much, too much for thouſand Lives. 
Brut. I pity thee, my Son, and 1 forgive thee: 
And, that thou may ſt believe my Mercy true, 
I take thee in my Arms. 

Jit. O allthe Gods: 8 8 
Brut. Now riſe; I charge thee, on my Bleſſing riſe, 
Ter. Ah! ſee, Sir, ſee, againſt his Will behold 

He does obey, tho he would chuſe to kneel 
An Age before you; ſee how he ſtands and trembles 
Now, by my Hopes of Mercy he's ſo loſt, 
His Heart's ſo full, brim- full of Tender neſs, 
The ſenſe of what you've done has ſtruck him ſpeechleſs; 
Nor can he thank you now but with his Tears. 
Brut. My dear Valerius, let me now intreat thee, 
Withdraw a while with gentle Teraminta, | 
And leave us toour ſelves. 
Ter. Ah, Sir, I fear you now; . 
Nor can Ileave you with the humble Titus, 
Unleſs you promiſe me you will not chide, 
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Father of his Country. is 
Nor fall again to Anger: Do not, Sir, 
Do not upbraid his ſoft and melting Temper 
With what is paſt. Behold he ſigks again 

Now by the Gods that hitherto have bleſt us, 

My Heart forebodes a Storm, bknow not why: 

But ſay, my Lord, give me your God-like Word, 

_ You'll not be cruel, and I'll not truſt my Heart, 
Howe'er it leaps, andfillsme with new Horror, 


Brut. Ipromile thee. is 
Ter. Why, then thank you, Sir; 
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Ev'n from my Soul I thank you for this Goodneſs: | 
The great, good, gracious Gods reward and bleſs you. | 
Ah Iitus, ah, my Soul's eternal Treaſure, . | 
] fear I leave thee with a hard Uſurer; # 
But I perforce muſttruſt thee, ' Oh farewel. [ Ex. with Val I 
Brut. Well, Titus, ſpeak; how is it with thee now? | if 
I wouldattend a while this mighty Motion, i 4 
Wait till the Tempeſt were quite overblown, 4 
That I might take thee in the Calm of Nature, . 
With all thy gentler Virtues brooding on thee, FE — 
So huſh'd a Stillneſs, as if all the Gods | e 
Look d down, and liſten d to what we were ſaying; 12 
Speak then, and tell me, O my beſt belov d, 8 | the 
My Son, my Titus, is all well again? | = 
Tit. So well, that ſaying how muſt makeit nothing; : 145 


So well, that I could wiſh to die this Moment, Kt 
For ſo my Heart with pow'rful Throbs perſuades me: 
That were indeed to make you Reparation, | . 
That were, my Lord, to thank you home, to die, [3k 
And that for Tit#s too would be moſthappy. (happy? 144 
Brut. How's that, my Son? Would Death for thee be | 
Tit. Moſt certain, Sir; for in my Grave I'ſcape | F 
All thoſe Affronts which I in Life muſt look for, Mi 


All thoſe Reproaches whichthe Eyes, and Fingers, 1 
And Tongues of Rome will daily caſt upon me, | n 


From whom, to a Soul fo ſenſible as mine, 
Each ſingle Scorn would be far worſe than dying: 
Beſides, I ſcape the Stings of = own Conſcience, 
Which will for ever rack me wit 5 
Haunt me by Day, and torture me by Night. 
Ja, ad port 5 Sat Caling 
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Caſting my blotted Honour in the Way 5 
Vbhere- e er my melancholy Thoughts ſhall guide me. 
Brut. But is not Deatha very dreadful Thing ? 
Tit. Not to a Mindreſolv'd. No, Sir, to me 
It ſeems as natural as to be born: | 
Groans, and Convulſions, and diſcolour'd Faces, 
Friends weeping round us, Blacks and Oblequies, 
Make it adreadful Thing; the Pomp of Death 
Is far more terrible than Deathit ſelf. 
Yes, Sir, I call the Powers of Heav'n to witneſs, 
Titus dares die, if ſo you have decreed; 
Nay, he ſhall die with Joy, to honour Brutus, 
To make your Juſtice famous through the World, 
And fix the Liberty of Rome for ever: 
Not bu. muſt confeſs my Weakneſs too; 
Yet it is great thus to reſolve againſt it, 
To have the Frailty of — 
But the Security of th immortal Gods. 2 
Brut. O Tuus! Oh thou abſolute young Man! 
Thou 3 Mirror of thy Father's Image, 
Where I behold my ſelf at ſuch Advantage 
Thou perfect Glory of the Funian Race! 
Let me endear thee once more to my Boſom, 
Groan an eternal Farewel to thy Soul; 
Inſtend of Tears weep Blood, if poſſible, 755 
Blood, the Heart- Blood of Brutus, on his Child; 
For thou muſt die, my Titus, die, my Son, | 
I {wear the Gods havedoom'd thee to the Grave: 
The violated Genius of thy Country 
Rears his ſad Head, and paſſes Sentence on thee : 
This Morning Sun,-thatlights my Sorrows on 
To the Tribunal of this horrid Vengeance, 
Shall never {ce thee more. | 
Tir. Als; my Land! tf 1 
Why are you mov d thus? Why am I Worth your Sorrow? 
Why ſhould the God- like Brutus ſhake to doom me? 
Why all theſe Trappings for a Traytor's Hearſe? 
The Gods will have it 2. 7 | 
Brut. They ill my Titus: 2 1 
Nor Heav'n, nor Earth, can have it other wiſe. 
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Nay, Titus, mark ; thedeeper that I ſearch, 
My harraſs d Soul returns the more confirm'd: 
Methinks I ſee the very Hand of Fove 
Moving thedreadful Wheels of this Affair, 
That whirl thee, like a Machine, to thy Fate. 
It ſeemsas if the Gods had pre-ordain'd it, 
To fix the reeling Spirits of the People, 
And ſettle the looſe Liberty of Rome. 
Tis fix d, O therefore let not Fancy fond thee : 
So fix d thy Death, that tis not in the Power 
| Of Gods or Men to ſave thee from the Ax. 
Tit. The Ax! OHeav'n! then muſt I fall ſo baſely ? 
What, ſhall I periſh by the common Hangman? 
Brut. If thou deny me this thou giv'ſt me nothing, 
Yes, Titus, ſince the Gods have fo l 
That I muſt loſe thee, Iwill take th Advantage 
Of thy important Fate, cement Rome's Flaws, 
And heal her wounded Freedom with thy Blood: 
I will aſcend my {elf the {ad Tribunal, | 
And fit upon my Sons; on thee, my Titus; 
Behold thee ſuffer all the Shame of Death, 
The Lictor's Laſhes, bleed before the People; 


Then with thy Hopes, and all thy Vouth upon thec, by 
See thy Head taken by the common Ax, = 
Without a Groan, without one pitying Tear, 15 


If that the Gods can hold me to my Purpoſe, 

To make my Juſtice quite tranſcend Example. 
Tit. Scourg d like a Bondman] ha! a beaten Slave! 

But I deſerve it all; yet here fail: | . 

The Image of this Suff ring quite unmans me; | 11 
Nor can! longer ſtop the guſhing Tears. 47 

OSir! O Brutus! mult I call you Father, 7 

Vet have no Token of your Tender neſs? ä 


No Sign of Mercy? What, not bate me that! MA 
Can you reſolve, O all th Extremity fa 
Of cruel Rigour! to behold me too? | Wi 


To ſit unmov'd, and ee me whipt to Death? _ 
Where are your Bowels now ? Is this a Father ? N 


Ab, Sir, why ſhould your * my Heart ſuſpect 
"i 
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That all your late Compaſſion was diſſembled ? - 
How aa I think that you didever love me? 

Brut. Think that I love thee by my preſent Paſſion, 
By theſe unmanly Tears, theſe Earthquakes here, 
Thele Sighs that twitch the very Strings of Life: 
Think thatnoother Cauſe on Earth could move me 
Io tremble thus, to ſob, or ſhed a Tear, 

Nor ſhake my ſolid Virtue from her Point, 
But Ti:us' Death: O do not call it ſhameful, 
That thus ſhall fix the Glory of the World. 

I own thy Suff rings ought t' unman me thus, 
To make me throw my Body on the Ground, 
To bellow like a Beaſt, to gnaw the Earth, 
To tear my Hair, to curſe the cruel Fates 
That force a Father thus to drag his Bowels. 

Tit. O riſe, thou violated Majeſty, | 
Riſe from the Earth, or I ſhall beg thoſe Fates 
Which you would curſe to bolt me to the Center. 
Inow ſubmit toall your threaten'd Vengeance: 
Come forth you Executioners of Juſtice, 
Nay, all you Lictors, Slaves, and common Hangmen, 
Come, ſtrip me bare, unrobe me in his Sight, 

And laſh me till I bleed, whip me like Furies; 
And when you've ſcourg d me till I foam and fall, 
For want of Spirits groveling in the Duſt, 
Then take my Head, and give it his Revenge: 
By all the Gods I greedily reſign it. 

Brut. No more, farewel, eternally fare wel: 
If there be Gods they will reſerve a Room, _ 

A Throne for thee in Heav'n. One laſt Embrace. 
What is it makes thy Ey es thus ſwim again? 

Tit. I had forgot: be good to Teraminta 
When am Aſhes. | 

Brut. Leave her to my Care. | 
See her thou muſt not, for thou canſt not bear it. 

O for one more, this Pull, this Tug of Heart-Strings: 
Farewel for ever. | 
Tit. O Brutus! O my Father! 
Brut. Canſt thou not ſay Farewel? 
At. Farewel for ever. 5 
| | | rut. 


Brut. For ever then; but Oh my Tears run der; | 1 
Groans choak my Words, and I can ſpeak no more. 1 1 
| 1 | [ Exennt.” . 
22 2 2 2 8 22 - 3 
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. 
Valerius, Horatius, Herminius, Mutins, - 1 
Hor. IS Sons condemn'd ? 3 


Val. Doom'd tothe Rods and Axes.-- 
Hor. What, both of em? 2 


Pal. Both, Sir, both, both his Sons. F 
Hor. What, Tits too? 1 
Val. Yes, Sir, his Darling Titus; 9 

Nay, tho' he knows him innocent as Iam, 4 
Tis all one, Sir, his Sentence ſtands like Fate. 1 
Hor. vet I'll intreat him. | 1 a 
Mut. So will I. 5 9 
Herm. And I. i 
Val. Intreat him! yes, you may, my Lords, and move "Wy 
As Ihave done: Why, he's no more a Man; (him % 
He is not caſt in the ſame common Mould, * 
His Spirit moves not with our Springs and Wards; 5 
He looks and talks as if that Fove had ſent him 170 
To be the Judge of all the under World; 155 
Tells me, this Palace of the Univerſe, | * 
With that vaſt Moat, the Ocean running round us: 9 
Th eternal Stars fo fiercely rolling o'er us, | i 
With all that Circulation of Heav'ns Orbs, M 
Were ſo cſtabliſh'd from before all Ages ” 
To be the Dowry of majeſtick Rome: | oe 
Then looks as if he had a Patent for it, 1: i 
To take account of all this great Expence,”. | * 
And ſee the Layings out of the round World. it 
Herm. What ſhall be done then? For .it grieves my Sou) "ts 
To think of Titus Loſs. | | i | | 
Val. There is no Help; tp. 
Zut thusto ſhake your Head, and crofs your Arms, 4; 
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And wonder what the Gods and he intend. | 
Her. There's ſcarce one Man of this Conſpiracy 
But is ſome way related, if not nearly, 
To Funius Brutus: Some of the Aquilians 
Are Nephews to him; and Vicellius' Siſter, 
The grave Sempron ia, is the Conſul's Wife. | 
Val. Therefore I have engag d that groaning Matron: 
To plead the Cauſe of her unhappy Sons. 
Enter Titus with Lictors. 
But ſee, O Gods, behold the gallant Titus, 
The Mirror of all Sons, the White of Virtue, 
Fill'd up with Blots, and writall oer with Blood, 
Bowing with Shame his Body to the Ground, 
Whipt out of Breath by. theſe inhuman Slaves! 
O Titus! is this Paſſible? this Shame? 
Tit. O my Valerius, call it not my Shame; 
By all the Gods it is to Titus Honour; 
My conſtant Suff rings are my only Glory: 
What have I left beſides? But ask; Valerius, 
Ask theſe good Men that have perform'd their Duty, 
If all the while they whipt me like a Slave, 
If when the Blood from every Part ran down, 
I gave one Groan, or ſhed a Woman's Tear: 
I think, Fiwear, I think, O myValeria:, 
That 1 have born it well, and like a Roman. 
But Oh, far better ſhall I bear my Death, 
Which, as it brings/efs Pain, has leſs Diſnonour. 
1 Enter Teraminta wounded. 
Ter. Where is he? Where, where is this God- like Son; 
Of an inhuman, barbarous, bloody Father? 
O bear metohim. | | 
Tit. Ha! My Teramimta! | 
Ist poſſible! The very top of Beauty; 
This perfect Face drawn by the Gods at Counci}, 
Which they were long a making, as they had Reaſon, 
For they ſhall never hit the like again, | | 
| Defif'd and mangled thus! What barbarous Wreteh 
Has thus blaſphem'd this bright Original? 
Ter. For me it matters not, nor my Abuſes; 


But, Oh, for thee, Why havethey us d thee thus? 
o 


' Father of his Country. 6r 
Whip'd, Titus, whipt ! And could the Gods look on? 
The Glory of the World thus baſely us d? X 
Laſh'd, whipt, and beaten by theſe upright Dogs? 
Whoſe Souls, with all the Virtue of the Senate, 
Will be but Foils to any Fault of thine; 
Who haſt a Beauty een in thy offending. 
And did thy Father doom thee thus? Oh Titus, 
Forgive thy dying Part, if ſhe believes 
A Wretch ſo barbarous never could produce thee: Es 
Some God, ſome God, my Titus, watch'd his Abſence; 1 
Slipt to thy Mother's Bed, and gave thee to the World. | 
' Ti. Oh, this laſt Wound, this Stab to all my Courage] R 
Had'ſt thou been well L.could have born more Laſhes: 
And is it thus my Father does protect thee ? | þ 
Ter. Ah,. Titus! What, thy Murd'rer my Protector! 4 
No, let me fallagain among the People, | 
Let me be whootedlike a common Strumpet, . | 
| 


Toſs'd as I was, and dragg'd about the Streets, 
The Baſtard of a Tarquin foil d in Dirt, 
The Cry of all thoſe Bloodhounds that did hunt me 
Thus to the Goal of Death, this happy End 
Of all my Miſcries, here to pant my laſt, Fl 
To waſh thy Gaſhes-with my farewel Tears, Mm 
To murmur, ſob, andlean my aking Head 'Y 
Upon thy Breaſt, thus, like a Cradle Babe, 5 40 
To ſuck thy Wounds, and bubble out my Soul, Th 
Enter Sempronia, Aquilia, Vitellia, Mourners, &c: — 
Semp. Come, Ladies, haſte, and let us to the Senate; } 
If the Gods give us leave, we'll be to Day y | 1 
Part of the err Oh, my Son, my. Titus! | i 
See here the bloody Juſtice of a Father, | 
See how the Vengeance rains from his own Bowels! mh 
ls he not mad? It he refuſe to hear us, A 
Well bind his Hands as one bereft of Reaſon. 
Haſte then: Oh. Tisus, Iwould ſtay to moan thee, 
But that I fear his Ordersare gone out 
For ſomething worſe, for Death, to take the Heads 
Oft all the Kindred of theſe wretched Women. 
Ter, Come then, I think I have ſome Spirits left 
To join thee, Q molt pious, beſt of Mother 2 
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To melt this Rocky Heart: Give me your Hand; 
Thus let us march before this wretched Hoſt, 
And offer to that God of Blood our Vows; 
If there be ought that's human left about him, 
Perhaps my Wounds and horrible Abuſes, 
Help d with the Tears and Groans of this ſad Troop, 
May batter down the beit of his Relolves. 
Tit. Hark, Teramin:a. 
Ter. No, my Lord, away. [Exennt. . 
Tit. Oh, my Valerius! Was there ever Day 
Through all the Legends of recorded Time 
So ſad as this? But ice, my Father comes! 
Enter Brutus, Tiberius, Lictors. 
Iiberius too has undergone the Laſh. 
Give him the Patience, Gods, of martyr'd Titus, 
And he will bleſs thoſe Hands that have chaſtis d him. 
Ii. Enjoy the bloody Conqueſt of thy Pride, 
Thou more tyrannical than any Tarquin, 
Thou fiercer Sire of theſe unhappy Sons, 
Than impious Saturn, or the gorg d Thieſtes : 
This Cor morant ſees, and owns us for his Children, 
Vet preys upon his Intrails, tears his Bowels 
With Thirſt of Blood, and Hunger fetch d from Hell, 
Which tamiſh'd Tantalus would ſtart to think on. 
But end, Barbarian, end the horrid Vengeance 
Which thou ſo impiouſly haſt begun; ; 
Perfect thy Juſtice, as thou, Tyrant, call {tit 3 
Sit like a Fury on thy black Tribunal, | 
Graſp with thy monſtrous Hands theſe gory Heads, 
And let thy flatt'ring Orators adore thee, | 
For Triumphs which ſhall make thee imile at Horror. 
Brut. Lead to the Senate. 
Ji. Go then to the Senate, | ; 3 
There make thy Boaſt how thou haſt doom d thy Children 
To Forksand Whips, for which the Gods reward thee. 
Away; my Spirit ſcorns more Conference withthee. 
The Ax will be as Laughter ; but the Whips 
That drew theſe Stains, for this I beg the Gods 
With my laſt Breath, for every Drop that falls 


From theſe vile Wounds, to thunder Curſes on thee, [ Exit. 
JJ  - 
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Brut. Valerius, haſte ; the Senate does attend us. [ Exit. 


Tit. Valerius, e er you go, let me conjure thee, 

By all the Earth holds great or honourable, 

As thou art truly Roman, ſtampt a Man, 

Grant to thy dying Titus one Requeſt. 

Val. Til grant thee any thing, but do not tal& 

Of dying yet; for much I dare confide 
In that lad Company that's gone before: 

I know they'll move him to preſerve his Titus: 

For tho you mark d him not as hence he parted, 

I could perceive with Joy a ſilent Shower 
Run down his Silver Beard, therefore have hope. o 

Tit. Hope, ſay'ſt thou! O the Gods! What hope of Lite? 

To live, tolive! and after this Diſhonour ! | 
No, my Valerius, do not make me rave; 

But if thou haſt a Soul that's ſenſible, 

Let me conjure thee. when we reach the Senate, 
Tothruſt me through the Heart. 

Val. Not for the World. 5 | 

Tit. Do't, or I {wear thou haſt no Friendſhip for me. 
Firſt, thou wilt {ave me from the hated Ax, 

The Hangman's Hand; for by the Gods I tell thee 
Thou may ſt as well ſtop the eternal Sun, 

And drive him back, asturn my Father's Purpoſe: 

Next, and what moſt my Soul intreats thee tor, 

I ſhall perhaps in Death procure his Pity ; 

For todie thus, beneath his killing Frown, 

Is damning me before my Execution. 

Val. Tis granted, by the Gods I ſwear to end thee : 
For when I weigh with my more ſerious Thought 
Thuy Father's Conduct in this dreadful Juſtice, 

I find it is impoſſible to {ave thee. 
Come then, I'll lead thee, O thou glorious Victim, 


Thus to the Altar of untimely Death, 


Thus in thy Trim, with all thy Bloom of Youth, 
Theſe Virtues on thee, whoſe eternal Spring 
Shall bloſſom on thy monumental Marble 
With never fading Glory. | 
Tit. Let me claſp thee, No 
goil out my Thanks thus with my farewel Spirits: 1 
| 8 f | Ne! 
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And now away, the Taper's almoſt out, 

To loſe the Light of this dear World for ever; 
Never, Valerius, to be kindled more: 

Or if it be, my Friend, it ſhall continue, 


Burn thro' all Winds againſt the Puff of Fortune, 


To dazʒle ſtill, and ſnine like the fix'd Stars, 
With Beams of Glory that ſhall laſt for ever. f Exennts 


Scena Ultima. The Senate. | 


Brut. Health to the Senate! Tethe Fathers hail! 

Jupiter, Horſciusand Dieſpiter, 

Hoſpital and Feretrian, Fove the Stayer, 

With all the hundred Gods and Goddeſſes, 

Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 

It has been found a famous Truth in Story, 

Left by the antient Sages to their Sons, | 
That on the Change of Empires, or of Kingdoms, 
Some ſudden Execution, fierce and great, 


Such as may draw the World to Admiration, 


Is neceſſary to be put in Act 
Againſt the Enemies of the preſent State. 


Had Hector, when the Greeks and Trojans met 


Upon the Truce, and mingled with eachother, 
Brought to the Banquet of thoſe Demi-Gods 

The fatal Head of that illuſtrious Whore, roy 
Troy might have ſtood till now); but that was wanting: 
Fove having from Eternity ſet down 

Rome to be Head of all the Upder-Wor'd. | 
Rais'd with this Thought, and big with Prophecy 
Ot what vaſt Good may grow by iuch Examples, 
Brutus ſtands forth to do a dreadful Juſtice: 

I come, O Conſcript Fathers, to a Deed 

Wholly portentous, new, and wonderful, 


Such as, perhaps, has never yet been found. 


Inall Memorials of former Ages, | 

Nor ever willagain. My Sons are Traitors, 
Their Tongues and Hands are Witneſſes confeſs d. 
Therefore I have already paſs d their Sentence, 
And wait with you to ſee their Execution. 15 
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Hor. Conſul, the Senate does not ask their Deaths, 
They are content with what's already done, 
And all intreat you to remit the Ax. 
Brut. 1 you, Fathers, but refuſe the Offer. 
By the aſſaulted Majeſty of Rome, 
I {wear there is no way to quit the Grace, 
Toright the Commonwealth, and thank the Gods, 
But by the ſacrificing of my Bowels: | 
Take then, you fad Revengers of the Publick, 


Theſe Traitors hence, ſtrike off their Heads, and then 


My Sons. No more: their Doom is paſt. Away. 
Thus ſhall we ſtop the Mouth of loud Sedition, 
Thus ſhew the difference betwixt the Sway 

Of partial Tyrants, and a Free-botn People, 

Where no Man ſhall offend becauſe he's great, | 


Where none need doubt his Wife's or Daughter's Honour, 


Where all enjoy their own without Suſpicion, 
Where there s no Innovation of Religion, 

No Change of Laws, nor Breach of Privilege, 

No deſperate Factions gaping for Rebellion, 

No Hopes of Pardon for Aſſaſſinates 

No raſh Ad vancements of the Baſe or Strangor, 

For Luxury, for Wit, or glorious Vice; 

But on the contrary, a ed Trade, 
Patriots encourag d, Manufactures cheriſh'd, 
Vagabonds, Walkers, Drones, and ſwarming Braves, 


The Froth of States, ſcumm'dfrom the Commonwealth F by 


Idleneſs baniſh'd, allExceſs repreſsd,,  _ 

And Riots check'd by ſumptuary Laws. 

O Conſcript Fathers! *Tis on theſe Foundations 

That Rome ſhall build her Empire to the Stars, 

Send her Commanders with her Armies forth, 

Totame the World, and give the Nations Law; 

Conſuls, Proconſuls, who to the Capitol 

Shall ride upon the Necks of conquer d Kings, 

And when they die, mount from the gorgeous Pile 

In Flames of Spice, and mingle with the Gods. 

Hor. Excellent Brutus! All the Senate thanks thee, 

And ſays that thou thy ſelf art half a Gt. 
5 ee ee i Enter 
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Noe yer! Nay, 
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Enter Sempronia, Teraminta, with the reſt. of the Motir- 


ners: Titus, Valerius, Junius. 


Sem. ous one, to Death! Already ſentenc d Doonrd! 


_ ius too! Ah, barbarous Brutus! 
e, * the Order of their Fate. 

7 yal the Pledges of our Marriage- Bed, 

It thou, — Judge, has left me one 

To put thee yet in mind thou art a Father; 

Speak to him, Oh you Mothers of fad ame, 


Siſters and Daughters, der the Execution 12 T. 5 | 


Of all your Blood ; haſte, haſte, and runabout him, 
Groan, fob, how! out the Terrors of ny 


And tear him from your Tung. uk. bine Tl 5 0 6 


2 3 and leave re. | 
you think itbetter for your Parpoſe, 


Manny E Power of Life and Death 


Intreat him thus: throw alyour hoandels ed. 
Low at his Feet, and like a God adore him 
Nay, make a Rampier round him with your Bodies, 


And block him up: I ſee hewould be going: 


Yet that's a Sign that our Cotnplaineehavemov'dli. 
Continu'd Falls of ever-ſtreaming; —— N ＋ 
Such, and ſo many, andthe chaſteſt too 


Of all the pious Matrons throughout * wear. q | 


Perhaps-may EY Wan 


Some on his Arms, and' e Karel e 
And lay this Innocent about his Neck, 920 
This little ſmiling Image of his Father: 


See how he bends, and ſtretches to his Buſom! Gs, 


Oh all you pitying Pow'rs, the Darling weeps; 
His pretty Eyes, ruddy and wet with Tears, 
Like two burſt Cherries rolling in a Storm 


Plead for our Griefs more than a thouſand Tongues. 


Fun. Yes, yes, my Father will be er e us, 
And ſpare my Brothers: Oh, 1 know he will: 
Why, do you think he ever was incarneſt ? 
What, to cut off their Heads? I warrant you 
Heavillnot: no, he only meant to fright em, 
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Father of his. Country: 


As he will me, when J have done a Fault. 

Why, Mother, he has whipt em for't already. 

And do you think he has the Heart to kill em? 

No, no, he would not cut their little Fingers 

For all the World: Or if he ſhould, I'm ſure 

The Gods would pay him for't. 

Brat. What hoa! Without there! 

Slaves, Villains, ha! are not my Orders heard? 

Hor. Oh; Brutus, ſee, they are too well perform'd! 

See here the Bodies of the Roman Youth 

All headleſs by your Doom, and there Tiberius. 

Ter. See, Sir, behold, is not this horrid Slaughter; 

This cutting off one Limb from your own Body, 
Ist not enough? Oh, will it not ſuffice 

To ſtop the Mouth of the moſt bloody Law ? 

Oh, it were higheſt Sin to make a Doubt, 

To ask you now to ſave the innocent Titus, 

The common With and general Petition 

Of all the Raman Senate, Matrons, Wives, 

Widows and Babes; nay, een the madding People 

Cry out at laſt that Treaſon is reveng'd, 

Andask no more: Oh, theretore ſpare him, Sir ! 
Brut. I muſt not hear you: Hark, Valerius. 

Ter. Byalltheſe Wounds upon my Virgin Breaſt, 

Which I have ſuffer'd by your Cruelty, 

Altho' you promis'd Titus to defend me. 
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Semp. Let hold of. bloody Hand, tyrannick Brutus; 


And I'll forgive thee for that headleis Horror: 

Grant me my Titus, Oh, in Death Lask thee. 

Thou haſt already broke Sempronia's Heart, 

Yet Iwill pardon that ſo Titus live. 

Ah, cruel Judge! thou pitileſs Avenger 

What art thou whiip'ring? Speak the Horror out, 

For in thy glaring Eyes I read a Murder. Fi 
Brut. I charge thee by thy Oath, Valerius 

As thou art here deputed by the Gods, 

And not a Subject for a Woman's Folly, 

Take him away, and drag him to the Ax. 
Val. It ſhall by 
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thus then, not the Hangman's Hand 


R uns him 69 the Women ſhriel. 
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Buy all the Gods I would not live again; 


68 Lucius Junius Brutus; 


Tit. O bravely ſtruck ! thou haſt hit me to the Earth 
Sonobly, that I ſhallrebound to Heavin, 
Where I will thank thee for this gallant Wound. 

| 5 | Semp. ſwoons, 

Brut. Take hence this Woman; haſte and bear her home, 


Why, my Valerius, did'ft thou rob my Juſtice ? 


Tit. I wrought him to it, Sir, that thus in Death 


I might have leave to pay my laſt Obedience, 


And beg your Bleſſing for the other World. 

Ter. Oh, do not take it, Titus: whate'er comes 
From ſuch a monſtrous Nature muſt be blaſting. 
Ah, thou inhuman Tyrant! But alas, 5 


Tloiter here, when Iitus ſtays for me: 


Look here, my Love, thou ſhalt not be before me. 

[Stabs herſelf. 
Thus, to thy Arms then: Oh, make haſte, my Titus, 
I'm got already in the Grove of Death: | 
The Heav'ns is all benighted, not one Star 


Lo light us through the dark and pathleſs Maze: 


IT haveloſt thy Spirit; Oh, I grope about, | 

But cannot find thee. Now I fink in Shadows. [Dies, 
Tit. I come, thou-matchleſs Virtue. Oh my Heart! 

Farewel my Love, we'll meet in Heav'n again. 

My Lord, I hope your Juſtice is aton d; 

J hope the glorious Liberty of Rome, 


Thus water d by the Blood of both your Sons, 


Will get imperial Growth, and flouriſhlong. 

Brut. Thou haſt ſo nobly born thy {elf in dying, 
That not :o bleſs thee were to curſe my ſelf; 
Therefore I give thee thus my laſt Embrace, 
Print this laſt Kiſs upon thy trembling Lips: 
Ande'er thou goeſt, I beg thee to report me 
To the great Shades of Romulusand Numa, 

uſt with that Majeſty and rugged Virtue 25 
hich they inſpir'd, and which the World has ſeen. 
So, for I ſee thou'rt gone, farewel for ever: 
Eternal Fove, the King of Gods and Men, 
Reward and crownthee in the other World. 
Tit. What Happinels has Life to equal this? 


Father of bis Cu tx g 


For what can Fove, or all the Gods give more, 
To fall thus crown'd with Virtue's fulleſt Charms, | 
And die thus bleſt in ſuch a Father's Arms? Dies. 

Val. He's gone; the gallant Spirit's fled for ever. 
How fares this noble Veſſel, that is robbd 
Of all its Wealth, ſpoil d of its topmoſt Glory, 

And now lies floating in this World of Ruin ? 

Brut. Peace, Conſul. Peace; let us not ſoil the Pomp 
Of this Majeſtick Fate with Woman's Brawls. | 
Kneel Fathers, Friends, kneel all you Roman People, 
 Huſt'd as dead Calms, while I conceive a Pray'r 
That ſhall be worthy Rome, and worthy Fove. 

Val. Inſpire him, Gods, and thou, O Rome, attend. 

Brut. Lgt Heav'n and Earth for ever keep their Bound, 
The Stars unſhaken go their conſtant Round; © 
In harmleſs Labour be our Steel employ'd, 

And endleſs Peace through all the World enjoy'd: 
Let every Bark the Waves in Safety plougl, 
No angry Tempeſt curl the Oceans Brow; 

No darted Flames from Heav'n make Mortals fear, 
Nor Thunder fright the weeping Paſſenger; 
Let not poor Swains for Storms at Harveſt mourn, 
But {mile to ſee their Hoards of bladed Corn 
Nodreadful Cometsthreaten from the Skies, 

o Venom fall, nor pois'nous Vapours riſe: 

Thou Fove, who doſt the Fates of Empire doom, 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 


. 


0 I _ j ; 7 * & 
t Adden. 
Ly 55 „ w 14a 


pr EY 


* 
* f "54 i, 5 1 


* * 
1 4 ba. — 
ins -— 4 : : < 
8 a * . 3 
. 
* 
2 


— 
7 — PP 


oy p 
* 
* 
5 
. i ? 
8 ' 
- 
8 
} 1 
* : 
L.A 
» 
* 
oe 
"X - 
- 1& 
. : > 
t * 
„ 
* 
— © 
_ * * 
"4 & 
* 
3 
* « 
SY 7 
- A ” 
Is 
Is * af 
BY "* 2 i f 
— 1 - 2 a5 
I ; 3 
IOW | 
+, SE 
My > 


e —— 
— f . * 4 . 9 2 e n — 
: A r te Aero. | 


” 
J 2 * 1 8 
* 2 * — wo . 
2 — — — * * — — — - * * > + 
$4 , as Nr ST ns — 


» 
J 


3 
7 


— — 


A3 + gre — 


